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Part One 




March 21, 1927 


^ T'welve-thmy miamghi 

C3hOULD he try to raise the mosqmto-nettmg? Or 
should he stnke through it? Ch’en was tom by anguish 
he was sure of himself, yet at the moment he could feel 
nothmg but bewilderment— his eyes riveted to the mass 
of white gauze that hung from the ceihng over a body 
less visible than a shadow, and from which emerged only 
that foot half-tumed in sleep, yet hvmg— human flesh 
The only hght came from the neighbormg buildmg— 
a great rectangle of wan electric hght cut by window- 
bars, one of which streaked the bed just below the foot 
as if to stress its sohdity and life 
Four or five klaxons screamed at once. Was he dis- 
covered? 

Oh, what a rehef to fight, to fight enemies who defend 
themselves, enemies who are awake* 

The wave of uproar subsided some trafBc jam (there 
were still trafiic jams out there m the world of men—). 
He found himself agam facmg the great soft smudge of 
gauze and the rectangle of hght, both motionless m this 
night m which time no longer existed 

He repeated to himself that this man must die— 
stupidly, for he knew that he would kill him. Whether 
he was caught or not, executed or not, did not matter. 
Nothmg existed but this foot, this man whom he must 
stnke without lettmg him defend himself— for if he de- 
fended himself, he would cry out. 
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Ch’en was becoming aware, with a revulsion verging 
on nausea, that he stood here, not as a fighter, but as a 
sacrificial pnest He was servmg the gods of his choice, 
but beneatli his sacrifice to the Revolution lay a world of 
depths beside which this mght of crushing anguish was 
bnght as day. “To assassmate is not only to kdl, 
alas . . In his pockets, his fumbling right hand 
clutched a folded razor, his left a short dagger. He thrust 
them as deeply as possible, as though the night did not 
suffice to hide his actions. The razor was surer, but Ch’en 
felt that he could never use it, the dagger disgusted him 
less. He let go the razor, the back of which pressed 
agamst his clenched fingers, the dagger was naked m his 
pocket. As he passed it over to his right hand, his left 
hand dropped against the wool of his sweater and re- 
mamed glued to it. He raised his right arm shghtly, petri- 
fied by the continued silence that surrounded him, as 
though he expected some unseen thmg to topple over. 
But no— nothing happened it was still up to him to act. 

That foot hved like a sleepmg animal. Was it attached 
to a body? “Am I gomg mad?” He had to see that body- 
see It, see that head. In order to do that— enter the area 
of light, let his squat shadow fall upon the bed. 

What was the resistance of flesh? Convulsively, Ch’en 
pressed the pomt of the dagger into his left arm. The 
pam (he was no longer aware that it was his own arm), 
the certainty of torture if the sleeper were to awaken, 
released him for an instanf torture was better than this 
atmosphere of madness. He drew close. Yes, this was the 
man he had seen, two hours before, in broad daylight. 
The foot, which nearly touched Ch’en’s trousers, sud- 
denly turned Kke a key, then turned back to its position 
in the silent night. Perhaps the sleeper felt his presence, 
but not enough to wake up. . . . Ch’en shuddered: an 
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insect was running over his skin' No'— blood tnckling 
down his arm And still that seasick feelmg. 

One single motion, and the man would be dead To 
kill hun was nothing touching him was the impossible. 
And It was imperative to stab with precision. * 

The sleeper, lying on his back m the European-style 
bed, was wearing only a pair of short drawers, but his 
nbs were not visible under the full flesh. Ch’en had to 
take the nipples as gaugmg pomts He tried holdmg the 
dagger with the blade up But the left breast was the one 
away from him he would have to strike at arm’s length 
through the mosquito-netting He changed the position 
of the dagger, blade down. To touch this motionless 
body was as difiicult as to stab a corpse, perhaps for the 
same reason. As if called forth by this notion of a corpse, 
a grating sound suddenly issued from the man’s throat. 
Qi’en could no longer even draw back, for his legs and 
arms had gone completely limp. But the rattle became 
regular the man was not dying, he was snonng. He 
again became living, vulnerable; and at the same time, 
Ch’en felt himself ridiculed. The body turned gently 
towards the right. Was he gomg to wake up now^* With 
a blow that would have spht a plank Ch’en strode 
through the gauze. Sensitive to the very tip of the blade, 
he felt the body rebound towards him, flung up by the 
springs of the bed. He stiffened his arm funously to 
hold it down like severed halves drawn to each other, 
the legs sprang together towards the chest; then they 
jerked out, straight and stiff. Ch’en shoifld have struck 
agam— but how was he to withdraw the dagger? The 
body, still on its side, was unstable, and instead of bdng 
reassured by the convulsion which had just shaken it, 
Ch’en had the impression of pinning it down to the bed 
with this short blade on which his whole we^ht rested. 
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Through the great gash in the mosquito-netting, he 
could see very clearly, the eyehds open— had he been 
able to wake up>— the eyeballs white Around the dagger 
the blood was beginnmg to flow, black m that deceptive 
hght In Its balanced weight the body still held hf e. Ch’en 
could not let go the handle, A current of unbearable 
anguish passed between the corpse and himself, through 
the dagger, his stiffened arm, his achmg shoulder, to the 
rery depth of his chest, to his convulsive heart— the 
only moving thmg m the room. He was utterly motion- 
less, the blood that contmued to flow from his left arm 
seemed to be that of the man on the bed. Although out- 
wardly nothmg had happened, he was suddenly certam 
that this man was dead. Scarcely breathmg, he held the 
corpse down— as firmly as ever— on its side— held it thus 
m Ae dim motionless hght, m the solitude of the room. 

Nothmg bore witness to the struggle— not even the 
tear m the gauze, which seemed to have been divided 
mto two stnps— nothmg but the silence and the over- 
powermg mtoxication mto which he was smkmg. Cut off 
from the world of the hvmg, he clung to his dagger. His 
gnp became increasmgly tighter, but his arm-muscles 
relaxed and his entire arm began to tremble. It was nor 
fear— it was a dread at once horrible and solemn, which 
he had not expenenced smce childhood- he was alone 
with death, alone in a place without men, limply crushed 
fay horror and by the taste of blood. 

He managed to open his hand. The body sagged 
gently, face down, pressmg the handle sideways. A dark 
blot began to spread on the sheet, grew like a hving 
thmg. And beside it, growing too, appeared the shadow 
of two pointed ears. 

The door was at a distance, the balcony was nearer,' 
but it was from the balcony that the shadow loomed. 
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Although Ch’en did not beheve in spirits, he was para- 
lyzed, unable to turn round. He jumped, mewmg' Half 
reheved, he dared to look it was an alley-cat. Its eyes 
riveted on him, it stalked through the wmdow on noise- 
less paws. As the shadow advanced, an uncontrollable 
rage shook Ch’en— not against the creature itself, but 
against its presence. Nothmg hving must venture mto 
the wild region where he was thrown, whatever had 
seen him hold this dagger prevented him from returning 
to the world of men. He opened the razor, took a step 
forward the creature fled by way of the balcony Ch’en 
pursued it, . . . He found hi^elf suddenly facmg 
Shanghai. 

In his anguish the mght seemed to whirl like an enor- 
mous smoke-cloud shot with sparks, slowly it settled 
mto immobihty, as his breathmg grew less violent m the 
cooler outside air. Between the tattered clouds, the stars 
resumed their endless course. A siren moaned, and then 
became lost in the poignant seremt5% Below, far down, 
the midnight hghts, reflected through a yeUow mist by 
the wet macadam, by the pale streaks of rads, shim- 
mered with the hfe of men who do not kill. Those were 
millions of hves, and all now rejected his, but what was 
their wretched condemnation beside death, which was 
withdrawmg from him, which seemed to flow away 
from his body in long draughts, like the other’s blood? 
All that expanse of darkness, now motionless, now quiv- 
ering with sparks, was hfe, like the river, like the in- 
visible sea in the distance— the sea. . . . 

Breathing at last to the very depth of his lungs, he 
seemed to be returning to that life with infimte gratitude 
—ready to weep, as much upset as he had been a few 
moments before. “I must get away. . . .” He remamed, 
watching the stir of the cars, of the passers-by running 
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beneath him in the lighted street, as a blind man who has 
recovered his sight looks, as a starved man eats. Avidly, 
with an unquenchable thirst for life, he would have liked 
to toueh those bodies. A siren filled the whole honzon, 
beyond the river, the rehef of the mght workers, at the 
aisenal Stupid workers, coimng to manufacture the fire- 
arms destmed to kill those who were fightmg for them' 
Would this illuminated city remam possessed like a field 
of battle, its nulhons hired for death, like a herd of cattle, 
to the war-lords and to Western commerce^ His act of 
murder was equal to mcalculable hours of work in the 
arsenals of China. The msurrection which would give 
Shanghai over to the revolutionary troops was imrmnent. 
Yet the insurrectionists did not possess two hundred 
guns Their first act was to be the disarming of the pohce 
for the purpose of amung their own troops. But if they 
obtamed the guns (almost three himdred) which this go- 
between, the dead man, had negotiated to sell to the 
government, they doubled their chances of success. In 
the last ten nunutes, however, Ch’en had not even given 
It a thought. 

And he had not yet taken the paper for which he had 
killed this man. He went back into the room, as he would 
have returned to a prison. The clothes were hangmg at 
the foot of the bed, under the mosquito-netting. He 
searched the pockets. A handkerchief, cigarettes . . . 
No wallet. The room remained the same* the mosquito- 
net, the blank walls, the clear rectangle of hght; murder 
changes nothing. ... He shpped his hand under the 
pillow, shutting his eyes. He felt the wallet, very small, 
like a purse. In shame or horror— for the light weight of 
the head through the pillow was even more disturbing— 
he opened his eyes no blood on the bolster, and the man 
did not look at all dead. Would he have to kill him again 
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then? But alrea3y his glance, encountering the white 
eyes, the blood on the sheets, reassured him To ransack 
the waUet he withdrew towards the light, which came 
from a restaurant filled with gamblers. He found the 
document, kept the wallet, crossed the room almost on 
the run, locked the door with a double turn, put the key 
in his pocket At the end of the hotel corridor— he made 
an effort to slow his pace— no lift. Should he rmg? He 
walked down On the floor below, that of the dance- 
hall, the bar and the bilhard-room, ten or more persons 
were waitmg for the lift which was just stoppmg. He 
followed them m “The dancing-girl in red is damned 
good-lookmg'” said the man next to him m English, a 
shghtly drunk Burman or Siamese. Ch’en had the 
simultaneous impulse to hit him m the face to make him 
stop, and to hug him because he was ahve. Instead of 
answenng he mumbled mcoherently, the other tapped 
him on the shoulder with a knowing air. “He thinks Fm 
drunk too. . . But the man started to open his mouth 
again. “I don’t know any foreign languages,” said Ch’en 
in Pekmgese. The other kept sdent and, mtrigued, looked 
at this young man who had no collar, but who was wear ■ 
ing a sweater of fine wool. Ch’en was facmg the mirroi 
in the hft The murder left no trace upon his face. . . . 
His features— more Mongohan than Chinese, sharp cheek- 
bones, a very flat nose but with a slight ridge, hke a 
beak— had not changed, expressed nothing but fatigue; 
even to his sohd shoulders, his thick good-natured hps, 
on which nothmg unusual seemed to weigh, only his 
arm, sticky when he bent it, and hot. . . . The lift 
stopped. He went out with the group. 

He bought a bottle of mmeral water, and called a taxi, 
a closed car, in which he bathed his arm and bandaged 
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It with a handkerchief. The deserted rails and the pud- 
dles from the afternoon showers shone feebly. They re* 
fleeted the glowing sky Without knowing why, Ch’en 
looked up how much nearer the sky had been a while 
back, when he had discovered the stars' He was getting 
farther away from it as his anguish subsided, as he re- 
turned to the world of men . . At the end of the 
street the machme-gun cars, almost as gray as the pud- 
dles, the bright streaks of bayonets earned by silent 
shadows the post, the boundary of the French con- 
cession, the taxi went no farther Ch’en showed his false 
passport identifymg him as an electrician employed on 
the concession The inspector looked at the paper casu- 
ally (“What I have just done obviously doesn’t show”) 
and let hun pass Before him, at a nght angle, the Avenue 
of the Two Repubhes, the limit of the Chmese city 

Isolation and silence From here the rumblmg waves 
carrying all the noises of the greatest aty of China 
sounded mfimtely remote, like sounds issumg from the 
bottom of a well— aU the turmoil of war, and the last 
nervous agitations of a multitude that will not sleep But 
it was far m the distance that men hved, here nothing 
remamed of the world but mght, to which Ch’en in- 
stmctively attuned himself as to a sudden friendship: 
this nocturnal, anxious world was not opposed to murder. 

' A world from which men had disappeared, a world with- 
out end, would daylight ever return upon those crum- 
blmg tiles, upon all those narrow streets at the end of 
which a lantern lighted a wmdowless wall, a nest of tele- 
graph wires? There was a world of murder, and it held 
him with a kmd of warmth. No life, no presence, no 
nearby sound, not even the cry of the petty merchants, 
not even the stray dogs. 

At last, a squahd shop- Lu Yu Hsum & Hemmelrich, 
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Phonographs. Now to return among men. ... He 
waited a few mmutes without freemg himself entirely, 
knocked finally at a shutter. The door opened almost 
immediately a shop full of records arranged with care, 
havmg vaguely the look of a poor hbrary, the room back 
of the shop, large, bare, and four comrades m shirt- 
sleeves. 

The shuttmg of the door caused the lamp to swing 
back and forth the faces disappeared, reappeared to the 
left, quite round, Lu Yu Hsuan, Hemmehrich, who 
looked hke a boxer gone to seed, with his shaved head, 
broken nose, and protrudmg shoulders. In back, m the 
shadow, Katov To the right, Kyo Gisors, m passmg 
over his head the lamp accentuated the droopmg comers 
of his mouth, as it swung away it displaced the shadows 
and lus half-breed face appeared almost European. The 
oscillations of the lamp became shorter and shorter 
Kyo’s two faces reappeared by turns, less and less 
different from each other. 

Gripped to their very stomachs by the need to question 
*iim, all looked at Ch’en with an idiotic mtensity, but 
said nothmg, he looked at the flagstones sprmkled with 
sunflower seeds He could give these men the informa- 
tion they wanted, but he could never convey to them 
what he felt. The resistance of the body to the knife 
obsessed him— so much greater than that of his arm but 
for the unexpected rebound, the weapon would not have 
penetrated it deeply. “I should never have thought it was 
so hard. . . .” 

“It’s done,” he said. 

In the room, before the body, once the spell of un 
consaousness was over, he had not doubted: he had felt 
death. 
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He handed over the order for the delivery of the fire- 
arms Its text was lengthy. Kyo was reading it 

“Yes, but . . 

They were all waitmg Kyo was neither impatient not 
Irritated, he had not moved, his face was scarcely con- 
tracted. But all felt that he was dumbfounded by what 
he had just discovered. He spoke at last 

“The arms are not paid for. Tayment on delivery ” 

Ch’en felt anger fall upon him, as if he had allowed 
himself stupidly to be robbed. He had assured himself 
that the paper was the one he wanted, but had not had 
time to read it For that matter, he could have done 
nothmg about it. He drew the wallet from his pocket, 
gave It to Kyo photos, receipts, no other items. 

“We can manage it with men of the combat-sections, 
I guess,” said Kyo. 

“Provided we can climb aboard,” answered Katov, 
“it’U be all right.” 

Silence. Their presence tore Ch’en from his temble 
solitude, gently, like a plant that one pulls from the 
eaith to which its finest roots stiii hold it fast And at 
the same time that he was getting nearer to them, little 
by htde, it seemed as if he were discovenng them— like 
his sister the first time he had come back from a brothel. 
There was the tension of gambhng-halls at the end of 
the mght. 

“Did everything go all right''” asked Katov, at last 
putting down the record that he had been holdmg aU this 
time and advancmg into the hght. 

Without answering, Ch’en looked at the kindly face 
which suggested a Russian Pierrot— little mischievous eyes 
and an upturned nose which even this light could not 
make dramatic; yet he knew what death was. He got 
up; he went to look at the cricket asleep in its tiny cage; 
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Ch’en might have his reasons for keepmg quiet. The 
latter watched the motion of the light, which enabled 
hun to keep from thmkmg the tremulous cry of the 
cncket awakened by Katov’s approach mmgled with the 
last vibrations of the shadow on the faces Always that 
obsession of the hardness of flesh, that desire to press his 
arm violendy against the nearest object. Words could 
do nothmg but disturb the famiharity with death which 
had established itself m his bemg. 

“At what time did you leave the hotel?” asked Kyo, 

“Twenty minutes ago.” 

Kyo looked at his watch ten minutes past one. 

“Good. Let’s get through here, and get out.” 

“I want to see your father, Kyo.” 

“You know that IT will undoubtedly be tomorrow.’ 

“So much the better.” 

They all knew what IT was the arrival of the revo- 
lutionary troops at the last railroad stations, which was 
to detenmne the insurrection. 

“So much the better,” repeated Ch’en. Like all mtense 
sensations, those of murder and of danger, as they with- 
drew, left him empty, he longed to recover them. 

“Just the same, I want to see him.” 

“Go there tomght, he never sleeps before dawn.” 

“I shall go there about four.” 

Instinctively, when he felt a need to communicate his 
innermost feelmgs, Ch’en turned to old Gisors He knew 
that his attitude was pamful to Kyo— all the more painful 
in that no vanity was mvolved— but he could not help it. 
Kyo was one of the organizers of the insurrection, the 
Central Committee had confidence in him; so did Ch’en; 
but Kyo would never kill, except in battle. Katov was 
nearer to him— Katov who had been condemned to five 
years of hard labor in 1905 when, as a medical student, 
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he had tried to blow up the gate of the Odessa prison. 
A.nd yet .... 

The Russian was eatmg htde sugar candies, one by 
one, without taking his eyes off Ch’en who suddenly 
understood the meaning of gluttony. Now that he had 
killed, he had the nght to crave anythmg he wished. 
The right. Even if it were childish He held out his 
square hand. Katov thought he wanted to leave and 
shook It. Ch’en got up. It was perhaps just as well he 
had nothmg more to do here, Kyo was mformed, it was 
up to him to act. As for himself, he knew what he wanted 
to do now. He reached the door, returned, however. 

“Pass me some candy.” 

Katov gave him the bag He wanted to divide the con- 
tents no paper He filled his cupped hand, took a mouth- 
ful, and went out. 

“Can’t’ve been so easy,” said Katov. 

He had been a refugee in Switzerland from 1905 to 
1912, the date of his clandestine return to Russia, and 
he spoke French without the slightest Russian accent, 
but he slurred some of his vowels, as though he wanted 
to compensate for the necessity of articulatmg carefully 
when he spoke Chmese. As he now stood almost directly 
under the lamp, very httle hght fell on his face. Kyo 
preferred it so the expression of iromc ingenuousness 
which the small eyes and especially the upturned nose 
(a sly sparrow, said Hemmelrich) gave to Katov’s face, 
was aU the more pronounced as it jarred with his essen- 
tial character. 

“Let’s get through,” said Kyo. “You have the records, 
Lu?” 

Lu Yu Hsuan, all smiles and as if ready for a thousand 
little curtseys, placed the two records examined by 
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Katov on two phonographs. The two had to be put into 
motion at the same tune 

“One, two, three,” Kyo counted. 

The hissmg sound of the first record covered the 
second, suddenly stopped— one heard then con- 

tmued Another word thirty More hissmg. Then men. 
Hissing 

“Perfect,” said Kyo. He stopped the movement, and 
started the first record agam, alone hissmg, silence, 
hissmg. Stop. Good. Labeled “worn-out records.” 

On the second “Third lesson. Run, 'walk, go, come, 
send, receive, one, Pwo, three, jour, five, six, seven, 
eight, nine, ten, t'wenty, thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, hun- 
dred 1 have seen ten men run T'wenty 'women are here 
Thirty—” 

These false records for the teachmg of languages were 
excellent, the label, perfectly mutated. Nevertheless Kyo 
was puzzled. 

“Didn’t my voice record well?” 

“Very well, perfectly.” 

Lu expanded m a smile, Hemmelnch seemed indif* 
ferent On the floor above, a child cned out m pain. 

Kyo was nonplused 

“Then why was the recordmg changed?” 

“It wasn’t changed,” said Lu. “It’s your own. One 
rarely recognizes one’s own voice, you see, when one 
hears it for the first tune.” 

“The phonograph distorts it?” 

“It’s not that, for no one has trouble recognizing the 
voices of others But one doesn’t have the habit, you 
see, of hearmg oneself. . .” 

Lu was giving himself over to the Chmaman’s dehghf 
in explaining— especially to a man of superior mmd. 

“It’s the same m our language. . . 
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“Good. Are they still coming to fetch the records 
tornght^*” 

“The boats will leave tomorrow at daybreak for 
Hankow, . . 

The hissmg records were shipped by one boat, the 
records with the text by another. The latter were French 
or English, according to whether the mission of the 
region was Catholic or Protestant. The revolutionaries 
sometimes used real language-teachmg records, some- 
times records recorded by themselves. 

“At daybreak,” thought Kyo. “How many things be- 
fore daybreak. . . .” He rose 

“We need volunteers, for the firearms. And a few 
Europeans, if possible.” 

Hemmelnch stepped up to him. The child, up there, 
cried out anew. 

“The kid is answenng you,” said Hemmelrich. “Is that 
enough^ What m hell would you do with the kid who’s 
gomg to croak and the woman who is moamng up there 
—not too loud, so as not to disturb us!* . . .” 

The almost hateful voice was indeed that of the face 
with the broken nose, the deep-set eyes which the verti- 
cal hght replaced by two black stams, 

“Each one has his job,” answered Kyo “The records 
also are necessary, . . . Katov and I will do. Let’s go 
and get some fellows (we’ll find out on the way whether 
we attack tomorrow or not) and I . . .” 

“They may discover the corpse at the hotel, you see,” 
said Katov. 

“Not before dawn Ch’en locked the door. They don’t 
make the rounds.” 

“P’rhaps he had made an engagement.” 

“At this hour> Not very likely. Whatever happens, 
the essential thing is to have the ship change its anchor- 
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age so if they try to reach it, they will lose at least three 
hours before fin^g it It’s at the end of the port ” 

“Where do you want to have it moved^*” 

“Into the port itself Not to a dock of course There 
are hundreds of steamers. Three hours lost at least. At 
least” 

“The capt’n will be suspicious. . . .” 

Katov’s face almost never expressed his feehngs the 
ironic gayety remained. At this moment, only the tone 
of his voice betrayed his anxiety— all the more markedly 

“I know a specialist m the busmess of firearms,” said 
Kyo. “With him the captain will feel confident We 
don’t have much money, but we can pay a commission, 
... I dunk we’re agreed we’ll use the paper to get on 
board, and we’ll manage after that.” 

Katov shrugged his shoulders as if to signify tha* 
this was obvious He shpped on his blouse, which he 
never buttoned at the neck, handed Kyo the sport- 
jacket hangmg on a chan:, both shook Hemmelrich’s 
hand warmly. Pity would only have humihated him 
more. They went out. 

They left the avenue immediately, entered the Chmese 
aty. 

Low clouds heavdy massed, tom m places, left the 
last stars visible now only m the depth of their nfts. The 
movement of the clouds animated the darkness, now 
hghter and now more mtense, as if immense shadows had 
come, fitfully, to mtensify the n^ht. Katov and Kyo 
were wearmg sport shoes with cr^pe soles, and could 
hear their own steps only when they shpped m the mud, 
in the direction of the concessions— the enemy— a hght 
outlined the roofs. Slowly fiUmg with the long wail of 
a siren, the wind which brought the subdued rumble of 
the aty in stijce of siege and the whistles of launches 

23 



returning to the warships, passed over the dismal electric 
bulbs at the ends of blmd alleys and lanes, around them 
crumbling walls emerged from empty darkness, revealed 
with all their blemishes by that unflmchmg light from 
which a sordid eternity seemed to emanate. Hidden by 
those walls, half a million men those of the spmnmg- 
miUs, those who had worked sixteen hours a day since 
childhood, the people of ulcers, of scohosis, of famme. 
The globes which protected the electric bulbs became 
misty, and in a few mmutes the great ram of China, 
furious, headlong, took possession of the city. 

“A good district,” thought Kyo. Smce he had started 
to prepaie the insurrection, over a month ago, workmg 
from committee to committee, he had ceased to see the 
streets he no longer walked m the mud, but on a map. 
The scratchmg of rtulhons of small daily hves disap- 
peared, crushed by another life. The concessions, the rich 
quarters, with then rain-washed gratmgs at the ends of 
the streets, existed now only as menaces, barriers, long 
prison walls without wmdows, these atrocious quarters, 
on the contrary— the ones m which the shock troops were 
the most numerous, were alive with the quivering of a 
multitude lymg m wait At the turn of a lane his eyes 
were suddenly flooded by the lights of a wide street, 
veiled by the beatmg rain it preserved nevertheless in his 
nund a horizontal perspective, for it would be necessary 
to attack it against rifles, machine guns that fire hori- 
zontally After the failure of the February uprisings, the 
Central Committee of the Chmese Communist Party had 
intrusted Kyo with the coordination of the insurrectional 
forces In each of these silent streets m which the outline 
of the houses disappeared under the downpour that car- 
ried a smell of smoke, the number of the mihtants had 
been doubled. Kyo had asked that it be increased from 
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2,000 to 5,000, and the mihtary direction had succeeded 
within the month. But they did not possess two hundred 
nfles (And there were three hundred rifles on the 
Shantung that slept with one eye out there on the choppy 
nver ) Kyo had organized one hundred and nmety-two 
combat groups of about twenty-five men each, all pro- 
vided with leaders, these leaders alone were armed. . 

They passed in front of a pubhc garage full of old 
trucks transformed mto buses. All the garages were 
“marked.” The military direction had constituted a staff, 
the assembly of the party had elected a central commit- 
tee, from the moment the insurrection broke out, it 
would be necessary to keep them in contact with the 
shock groups. Kyo had created a first haison detachment 
of a hundred and twenty cyclists, at the firmg of the 
first shots, eight groups were to occupy the garages, take 
possession of the autos The leaders of these groups had 
already visited the garages and would have no trouble 
findmg them. Each of the other leaders, for the last ten 
days, had been studymg the quarter where he was to 
fight. How many visitors, this very day, had entered the 
prmcipal buildmgs, asked to see a friend who was un- 
taiown there, chatted, offered tea before leavmg? How 
many workers, in spite of the beatmg downpour, were 
repairmg roofs^* All positions of any value for the street- 
fightmg had been reconnoitered, the best firmg-positions 
marked m red on the plans, m the headquarters of the 
shock groups What Ky’'o knew of the underground life 
of the msurrection helped him to guess what he did not 
know, somethmg which was infinitely beyond him wa. 
commg from the great slashed wmgs of Chapei and 
Pootung, covered with factories and wretchedness, tc 
make the enormous ganglia of the center burst, an in- 
visible horde animated the mght. 



“Tomorrow!^” said Kyo. 

Katov hesitated, stopped the swinging of his large 
hands No, the question was not addressed to him. To 
no one. 

They walked m silence. The shower, httle by little, 
lied down to a drizzle, the tattoo of the rain upon the 
Koofs diminish ed, and the black street became filled with 
the bubbhng of the streams m the gutters 

Their facial muscles relaxed, then discovermg the 
! treet as it appeared to the eyes— long, black, indifferent 
-it struck Kyo as bemg an image of his past, so great was 
I he obsession which urged him forward. 

“Where do you think Ch’en went!*” he asked. “He 
gaid he wouldn’t go to see my father before four To 
sleeps” 

An incredulous admiration lurked in his question. 

“Don’t know . . . To a whorehouse, perhaps. . . . 
He doesn’t get drunk.” 

They reached a shop- Shia, Lamp Doaler. As every- 
where, the shutters were fastened. The door was opened. 
A hideous httle Chinaman stood before them, his figure 
cutting across the dim light from withm with the halo 
surroundmg his head his shghtest movement caused an 
effect of oily hght to shp down over his thick nose stud- 
ded with pimples The globes of hundreds of storm- 
lantems hanging m rows extending to the invisible back 
end of the shop, reflected the flames of two hghted lamps 
standmg on the counter 

‘WeU>” said Kyo. 

Shia looked at him, rubbii^ his hands unctuously. He 
turned round without speaking, made a few steps, rum- 
maged in some hidmg-place. The grating of his finger- 
nail on a piece of tm set Katov’s teeth on edge; but al- 
ready he was returning, his braces shdmg off his shoul- 
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ders. . . . He read the paper he was bringing, his head 
hghted from below, <<Imost glued to one of the lamps 
It was a report of the mihtary organization which was 
working with the railroad-workers. The reenforcements 
which were defending Shanghai against the revolution- 
aries were coimng from Nankmg the railroad-workers 
had declared a strike, the White Guards and the soldiers 
of the governmental army were forcmg those whom they 
could seize to run the military trains under penalty of 
death 

“One of the workers arrested caused the tram he was 
ruimmg to be derailed,” read the Chmaman. “Dead 
Three other military trams were derailed yesterday, the 
rails havmg been tom up ” 

“Have the sabotaging generalized and note on the same 
reports the manner m which repairs may be made with 
the least delay,” said Kyo. 

“For every act of sabotage the White Guards 
shoot, . . 

“The Committee knows It We’ll shoot too Somethmg 
else no trams with firearms^” 

“No.” 

“Any news about when our troops will be m Ch’eng 
Ch’ou?”^ 

“I have no midnight news yet The delegate of the 
Syndicate thmks it -^1 be tomght or tomorrow. , . .” 

The mstirrection would therefore begm the next dav 
or the day foUowmg They would have to await the 
instractions of the Central Committee, Kyo was thirsty 
They went out. 

They were now near the spot where they were to 
separate. Another ship’s saren called three times, m jerks, 
then once agam m a long-drawn moan. Its cry seemed to 

iThe last flanon before Shanghai. 
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expand in the ram-saturated night, it died out at last, 
like a rocket. “Could they be gettmg anxious aboard 
the Shcmtung^’’ Absurd Tlie captam was not expectmg 
his customeis before eight o’clock. They resumed their 
walk, their thoughts magnetized by the ship with its 
cases of guns, anchored out there m the cold and greenish 
water It was no longer raimng. 

“And now to find my man,” said Kyo. “I’d feel more 
easy, just the same, if the Shantung would change 
anchorage ” 

Their ways were no longer the same, they fixed a 
meetmg, and separated. Katov was gomg to get the men. 

Kyo finally reached the grilled gate of the concessions. 
Two Annanute sharpshooters and a colomal sergeant 
came to examine his papers he had his French passport. 
To tempt the post, a Chmese merchant had hung httle 
cakes on the barbs of the wires (“A good idea for poi- 
somng a post, later on,” thought Kyo ) The sergeant 
gave him back his passport He soon found a taxi and 
gave the dnver the address of the Black Cat. 

The car, which the chauffeur drove at full speed, met 
i few patrols of European volunteers. “The troops of 
eight nations are on guard here,” said the newspapers. 
This did not matter much it did not enter into the 
plans of the Kuomintang to attack the concessions. De- 
serted boulevards, indistmct figures of petty merchants 
whose shops consisted of a pair of scales on their shoul- 
ders. . . . The car stopped at the entrance to a tiny 
garden lighted by the luirunous sign of the Black Cat. 
In passmg by the cloak-room, Kyo noticed the hour: 
two o’clock m the morning. “Fortunately one can wear 
what one pleases here” Under his dark-gray sport* 
Jacket of rough material he was wearing a pull-over. 

The jazz-orchestra had reached the point of ex- 
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haustion. For five hours it had kept up, not gayety, but 
a savage mtoxication to which each couple anxiously 
clung All at once it stopped, and the crowd broke up- 
at the end of the hall the clients, on the sides the pro- 
fessional dancers Chinese girls in their sheaths of bro- 
caded silk, Russian girls and half-breeds, a ticket per 
dance, or per conversation. An old man with the look 
of a bewildered clergyman remamed m the middle of the 
floor makmg motions with his elbows like a duck. At 
the age of fifty-two he had spent the mght out for the 
first time, and, m terror of his wife, had not dared to 
return home For eight months he had been spendmg his 
nights m the mght-clubs, innocent of laundry, changing 
his Imen m the shops of the Chmese shirtmakers, behmd 
a screen. Merchants on the verge of ruin, dancers and 
prostitutes, those who knew themselves menaced— almost 
all of them— kept their eyes on that phantom, as if he 
alone could hold them back on the brink of destruction. 
They would go to bed, exhausted, at dawn— when the 
rounds of the executioner would begin again in the Chi- 
nese city. At this hour there were only the severed heads 
m the cages, stdl black, their hair drippmg with ram. 

“Like monkeys, my dear girl' They’ll be dressed up 
hke monkeys'” 

The buffoonish voice, that might have belonged to 
Punchmello, seemed to come from a column. With its 
nasal twang, set off by a note of bitterness, it evoked the 
spirit of the place with pecuhar appropriateness, isolated 
in a silence full of the clmkmg of glasses above the be- 
wildered clergyman. The man Kyo was lookmg for was 
present. 

He circled the column, and discovered him in the 
crowd at the end of the hall, where there were several 
rows of tables not occupied by the dancing-girls. Above 
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& pell-msU of backs and bosoms in a mass of silky gar- 
ments, a Punchjnello, thm and humpless, but who re- 
sembled his voice, was makmg a bulfoomsh speech to a 
Russian girl and a half-breed Filipmo girl seated at his 
table. Standing, his elbows glued to his sides and his 
hanHg gesticulatrag, he spoke with all the muscles of his 
razor-edged face, hampered by the square of black silk 
which covered his right eye, injured no doubt. No mat- 
ter what he wore— this evenmg he had on a dinner-jacket 
—Baron de Clappique gave the impression of bemg m dis- 
guise. Kyo had decided not to accost him here, to wait 
until he went out. 

“Absolutely, my dear girl, absolutely’ Chiang Kai- 
shek will come m here with his revolutionanes and shout 
—in classic style, I tell you, clas-sic! as when he takes 
cities ‘Dress these merchants up like monkeys, these 
soldiers like leopards (as when they sit down on freshly 
painted benches)' Like the last prmce of the Liang 
dynasty, absolutely, my dear, let’s dimb on board the 
imperial junks, let’s contemplate our subjects dressed, 
for our distraction, each m the color of his profession, 
blue, red, green, with pigtails and top-knots, not a word, 
my dear girl, not a word I tell you' ’ ” 

Then becoming confidential 

“The only music permitted will be Chinese beUs.” 

“And you, what will you do in aU that!*” 

His voice became plamtive, sobbmg. 

“What, my dear girl, you can’t guess!* I shall be the 
court astrologer, I shall die trymg to pluck the moon 
out of a pond, one night when I am drunk— tonight!*” 
Scientific- 

. . like the poet Tu Fu, whose works certamly en- 
chant your idle days— not a word. I’m sure of it! More- 
over . . 
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A ship’s siren filled the hall, hnmediately a deafening 
clash of cymbals swallowed it up, and the dance began 
agam. The Baron had sat down Malang his way among 
the tables and couples, Kyo reached an unoccupied table 
a httle behmd his The music had drowned all other 
noises, but now that he had got nearer to Clappique, he 
heard his voice once more. The Baron was pawmg the 
Fihpmo girl, but he contmued to talk to the slim-faced 
Russian girl, all eyes 

. . the trouble, my dear girl, is that there is no 
more caprice m the world From time to time”— pomtmg 
with his forefinger— “a European mimster sends his wife 
a 1-little parcel by post, she opens it— not a word . . 

His forefinger to his hps 

. . It’s the head of her lover. They still talk about 
It three years later'” 

Tearful 

“Lamentable, my dear girl, 1-lamentable' Look at me. 
You see my face!* That’s what twenty years of heredi- 
tary whimsicahty lead to. It resembles syphilis —Not a 
word'” 

Full of authority* 

“Waiter' champagne for these two ladies. And for 
me . . .” 

Once more confidential: 

“. . . a 1-httle Martini,” 

Severe 

“V-very dry.” 

(Assuming the worst, with the pohce, I have an hotu 
before me, thought Kyo. Just the same, how long is this 
going to last?) 

The Filipino girl laughed, or pretended to. The Rus- 
sian girl, wide-eyed, was trymg to understand. Qappique 
continued to gradculate, his forefinger animated, 



with authority, calling for attention to his confidences. 
But Kyo scarcely listened to him, the heat was making 
him sleepy and, with it, an anxiety which had been 
prowling m the back of his mmd tomght as he walked 
was now slowly rising m the form of a confused weari- 
ness that record, hts voice which he had not recognized 
a while ago, at Hemmelnch’s. He thought of it with the 
same complex uneasmess that he had felt when, as a 
child, he was shown his tonsils which the surgeon had 
just removed But it was impossible for him to pursue 
his own thoughts. 

. m short,” barked the Baron, wmkmg his free 
eyehd and tummg toward the Russian girl, “he had a 
castle m Northern Hungary.” 

“You’re Hungarian^” 

“Not at all. I’m French. (For that matter, my dear 
girl, I don’t give a good God damn' ) But my mother was 
Hungarian. 

‘ So, as I was saymg, my grandfather hved m a castle 
over there, with vast halls— ver-ry vast— dead ancestors 
below, pme-trees all around, many p-pme-trees. A wid- 
ower He hved alone with a gi-gan-tic bugle han g ing 
over the fireplace A circus passes tlurough. With a female 
equestrian performer. Pretty . . 

Magisterially 

“I say. pretty ” 

Winking agam. 

“He carries her away— not difiicult. Takes her into 
one of the great rooms. . . .” 

Commandmg attention, his hand raised 

“Not a word' . . . She lives there. Stays on. Gets 
bored. You would, too, httle girl”— he caressed the 
Fihpino girl-“but patience. ... He didn’t have such a 
good time, either, for that matter: he spent half the after- 



noon having his finger-nails and toe-nails polished by his 
barber (he soil had a barber attached to the castle), 
while his secretary, the son of a filthy serf, read to him— 
reread— aloud, the history of the family. Chanmng occu- 
paoon, my dear girl, a perfect life' Besides, he was usu- 
ally drunk— She . . 

“She fell m love with the secretary J*” asked the Rus- 
sian girl. 

“Magnificent, little girl, ma-gm-fi-cent' My dear 
fnend, you are magnificent. R-re-mar-ka-ble perspicac- 
ity!” 

He kissed her hand. 

“But she slept with the pedicure, not bemg endowed 
with your esteem for things of the spmt. Nooced then 
that grandfather beat her. Not a word, useless they’re 
ofiF. 

“Absolutely funous, he paces his vast halls (soil with 
the ancestors below), declares himself ridiculed by the 
two jokers who were sphttmg then: sides over the affair, 
m an inn d la Gogol in the county seat, with a broken 
water-jug and carriages in the courtyard He pulls down 
the gi-gan-tic bugle, can’t manage to blow mto it and 
sends his overseer forth to call his peasants to arms (He 
soil had rights, m those days ) He arms them five fowl- 
mg-pieces, two pistols. But, my dear girl, there were too 
many of them' 

“Then, they strip the castle, and now, our peasants 
are on the march— imagme, i-ma-gi-ne, I tell you'— armed 
vnth foils, arquebuses, wheel-lock guns, and God knows 
what else, rapiers and swords, grandfather m the lead, 
towards the county seat vengeance pursumg crime. 
They are announced. Comes the game-keeper, with the 
armed police. Ma-gm-fi-cent scene!” 

“And then?” 
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“Nothing, They took away their arms. Grandtathei 
got into town just the same, but the guilty parties had 
left the Gogol-inn post-haste m one of the dusty car- 
nages. He substituted a peasant girl for the female eques- 
trian, got another pedicure, and got drunk with the sec- 
retary From time to time he would work on one of his 
1-httle testaments. . . 

“To whom did he leave the moneys'” 

“A matter of no moment, my dear girl. But, when he 
died,” his eye poppmg wide open 

. . they found out everythmg, everythmg he’d 
been hatchmg all that time, while he was havmg his feet 
scratched and chromcles read to him, glonously drunk! 
They obeyed him he was buried under the chapel, in 
an immense vault, upnght on his horse that had been 
kiUed, like Attila. . . 

The dm of the jazz ceased. Clappique contmued, 
much less of a Punchmello, as if his clownishness had 
been softened by the silence. 

“When Attila died, he was propped up on his rearmg 
horse, above the Danube, the settmg sun made such a 
shadow across the plam that the horsemen beat it like 
dust, terrified. . . 

He sat musmg, seized by his dreams, the alcohol and 
the sodden calm. Kyo knew what proposals he was to 
make. But he was only shghtly acquamted with him, 
though his father knew him well, and Clappique was 
even less famihar m his present role. Kyo was listening 
to hun impaaendy, but not without curiosity (as soon 
as there was a free table in front of the Baron he would 
move over to it and signal him to go out he didn’t want 
to accost him, nor to call him ostensibly) It was the 
Russian girl who was talking now, m a dow, rasping 
voice— drunk with insomnia perhaps: 
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“My great-grandfather also had fine lands. ... We 
left because of the Conrmtinists, you see. So that we 
wouldn’t have to hve cooped up with everybody else, 
so that we would be respected, here there are two of us 
to a table, four to a room' Four to a room. . . . And 
we have to pay rent! . . . Respected. ... If only al- 
cohol didn’t make me sick' , . ." 

Clappique looked at her glass she had scarcely drunk. 
The Filipmo girl, on the other hand. . . . Perfectly 
placid— she was baskmg like a cat m the heat of semi- 
mtoxicatio/v. Useless to keep track. He turned to th« 
Russian girl* 

“You have no money 

She shrugged her shoulders. He called the waiter, paid 
with a hundred dollar bill. When the change was 
brought, he took ten dollars, gave the rest to the woman 
She looked at it with a weary precision. 

“Good.” 

She was gettmg up. 

“No,” he said. 

He had the compassionate look of a friendly dog 

“No Tomght it would bore you ” 

He was holding out his hand. She looked at him again 

“Thanks.” 

She hesitated 

“Just the same ... If it would give you any pleas* 
«re ...” 

“It will give me more pleasure some day when I have 
00 money. . . .” 

Punchmello reappeared. 

“That’ll be before long. . . 

He drew both her han^ together, kissed them severai 
times. 
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Kyo, who had already paid, joined him m the empty 
entrance-hall 

“Let’s go out together, shall we?” 

Clappique looked at him, recognized him 

“You here? ’T’s unb’hevable' Why . . 

This bleating was broken off by the raismg of his fore- 
finger 

‘You’re going to the devil, young man'” 

That s all right.” 

They were already on their way out. Although the 
rain had ceased, water was as much m evidence as air. 
They took a few steps on the garden sand. 

“iliere is a steamer m port,” said Kyo, “with a load 
of firearms. . . .” 

Clappique had stopped. Kyo, havmg taken an addi- 
tional step, had to turn round the Baron’s face was 
scarcely visible, the large illummated cat, the sign-board 
of the Black Cat, surrounded him like a halo 

“The Shantung^'* he said 

The darkness and his position— against the hght— al- 
lowed him to express nothing, and he added nothmg. 

“There’s a proposition,” Kyo went on, “at thirty dol- 
lars per gun, from the government. There’s no answer 
yet I have a buyer at thirty-five dollars, plus a three- 
dollar commission. Immediate dehvery, m the port. 
Wherever the captain wishes, but in the port. He can 
weigh anchor immediately. We’ll take dehvery tonight, 
with the money. His representative has agreed here’s 
the contract.” 

He handed him the paper, lighted his cigarette-lighter, 
protecting it with his hand. 

“He wants to get ahead of the other buyer,” thought 
Clappique while inspectmg the contract 
mounted pieces . . . “and make five dollars per fire- 
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arm That’s obvious Well, what do I care there is three 
dollars in it for me.” 

“All right,” he said aloud “You will leave me the 
contract, of course?” 

“Yes You know the captain?” 

“Well— there are people I know better, but I know 
him, all nght” 

“He might be suspicious (especially down-stream, 
there) The government can have the firearms seized, in- 
stead of paymg, no?” 

“Indeed not'” 

Punchmello agam But Kyo waited for what would 
follow what did the captam have at his disposal, to pre- 
vent his men (and not those of the government) from 
seizmg the arms? Qappique continued in a more muffled 
voice 

“Those goods are sent by a regular contractor I know 
him.” 

Iromcally 

“He’s a traitor. . . 

An odd voice in the dark, when there was no facial 
expression to back it up. It rose, as if he were ordenng 
a cocktail 

“A regular traitor, ver-ry dry' For all this passes 
through the hands of a legation wluch . . . Not a word' 
I’ll take care of this But to begm with, it’s gomg to cost 
me a pretty taxi bill- the ship is a long way off . . . 
I’ve got left . . 

He fumbled m his pocket, pulled out a smgle bill, 
turned round so that the light from the sign-board would 
fall upon It. 

. . Ten dollars, my dear' That won’t do I’ll no 
doubt be buying some of your uncle Kama’s pamtmgs 
for Ferral before longr, but in the meantime . . 
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“Fifty-Will that do?” 

“That’s more than enough.” 

Kyo gave it to him. 

“You’ll let me know at my house as soon as it s done.*^ 

“Agreed.” 

“In an hour?” 

“Later than that, I thinlc. But as soon as I can.” 

And m the same tone as the Russian girl had said “If 
only alcohol didn’t make me sick . . ” almost in the 
same voice, as if all the creatures of this place had found 
themselves m the depth of an identical despair 

“All this IS no )oke. . . .” 

He went off, head bowed, back stooped, hatless, his 
hands m the pockets of his dinner-jacket 
,Kyo called a taxi and had himself driven to the bound- 
ary of the concessions, to the first side-street of the Chi- 
nese city, where he had arranged to meet Katov 

Ten minutes after havmg left Kyo, Katov had passed 
through several corridors, had got through gates, and 
had come to a white, bare room, well hghted by storm- 
lanterns. No window. Under the arm of the Chinaman 
who opened the door to him, five heads leamng over the 
table. Their eyes on him, on the tall figure known to all 
the shock groups legs apart, arms danglmg, his blouse 
unbuttoned at the neck, nose upturned, hair tousled. 
They were handlmg different models of grenades It was 
a ch’ on— on& of the Communist combat organizations that 
Kyo and he had created m Shanghai. 

“How many men enrolled?” he asked in Chinese 

“Hundred and thirty-eight,” answered the youngest 
Qunaman, an adolescent with a small head, a very prom- 
inent Adam’s apple, and drooping shoulders, dressed as a 
worker. 
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“I absolutely need twelve men for tomght ” 
“Absolutely” found its way mto all the languages that 
Katov spoke. 

“When?” 

“Now” 

“Here?” 

“No m front of the Yen T’ang gang-plank.” 

The Chinaman gave instructions one of the men left 
“They’ll be there withm two hours,” said the chief 
Judgmg by his hollow cheeks, his tall thm body, he 
seemed very weak, but the resoluteness of tone, the 
tenseness of the muscles of his face testified to a will- 
power wholly sustained by nerves. 

“How IS the teachmg progressmg?” asked Katov. 
“With the grenades we’re doing very well. All the 
comrades know our models now With the revolvers— 
the Nagans and the Mausers, at least— we’ll be all nght 
too I’ve made them work with empty cartridges. I’ve 
been offered the use of a cellar that’s quite safe.” 

In each of the forty rooms m which the insurrection 
was bemg prepared the same problem presented itself. 

“No powder. It’ll come perhaps, for the moment let’s 
not talk about it. And the rifles?” 

“We’re domg well with those too It’s the machmc- 
guns that are worrymg me, if we don’t get a chance to 
try them out with the blanbi.” 

His Adam’s apple rose and fell under his skm each 
time he answered. He went on 
“And then is there no way to get more weapons? 
Seven rifles, thirteen revolvers, forty-two charged gre- 
nades' One man out of every two has no firearms.” 

“We’re go ing to get them from those who have them. 
Perhaps we’ll soon have some revolvers. If it’s for to- 
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morrow, how many men will not be able to use their 
firearms, m your section^” 

The man reflected Thought made him look absent- 
minded An mtellectual, thought Katov. 

“When weVe taken the rifles of the pohce^” 

“Absolutely.” 

“More than half.” 

“And the grenades^*” 

“They’ll all know how to use them, and very well. 
I have thirty men here who are relatives of those who 
were tortured to death m February . If only ” 

He hesitated, ended his phrase m an embarrassed ges- 
ture A deformed hand, but slender 

“If only . . . ?” 

“Those bastards don’t use the tanks against us.” 

The SIX men looked at Katov 

“That doesn’t matter,” he answered “You take your 
grenades, six of them tied together, and you throw them 
under the tank at the count of four it’ll blow up If 
necessary you can dig ditches, at least some going in 
one direction You have tools?” 

“Very few But I know where to get some.” 

“Get hold of some bicycles, too as soon as it begins 
each section ought to have its contact agent, in addition 
to the central one.” 

“You’re sure the tanks will blow up?” 

“Absolutely' But don’t worry about it the tanks 
tvon’t leave the front If they leave it. I’ll come with x 
'pecial squad. That’s my job.” 

“What if we’re taken by surprise?” 

“We’ll see them commg we have look-outs close by. 
Take a set of grenades yourself, and give one to each of 
three or four fellows you are sure of. . . 

All the men of the section knew that Katov, con* 
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demncd after the Odessa affair to detention in one of 
the less severe prisons, had voluntarily asked to accom- 
pany the wretches sent to the lead-mines, m order *o 
instruct them They had confidence m him, but they 
were still uneasy. They were afraid neither of rifles nor 
of machme-guns, but they were afraid of the tanks 
they felt powerless against them Even m this room to 
which only volunteers had come, almost all of them rela- 
tives of men who had died by torture, the tank mspired 
blind terror, like a supernatural monster, 

“If the tanks come, don’t worry, we’U be there,” 
Katov went on 

How could he leave with such feebly reassurmg 
words^ In the afternoon he had inspected some fifteen 
sections, but he had not encountered fear These men 
were not less brave than the others, merely more precise. 
He knew he would not be able to dispel their fear, that 
save for the specialists under his own command the rev- 
olunonary formations would run before the tanks If 
was probable that the tanks would be unable to leave 
the front, but if they reached the city, it would be im- 
possible to stop them all with ditches, m these quarters 
where there was such a criss-cross of small streets, 

“'Hie tanks will absolutely not leave the front,” he 
said, 

“How are we to attach the grenades.!’” asked the 
youngest Chinaman, 

Katov showed him. The atmosphere became a little 
less heavy, as if this mampulation were a token of future 
action Katov, very uneasy, took the opportumty tc 
leave. Half the men would not know how to use their 
arms. At least he could count on those whom he had 
organized mto combat groups charged with disarmmg 
the pohee. Tomorrow. But the day after tomorrow!* 
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The army was advancing, was getting nearer every hour. 
Perhaps the last station was already taken When Kyo 
returned they would no doubt be able to find out hi one 
of the information-centers. The lamp-dealer had received 
no news since ten o’clock. 

He waited some time in the narrow street, without 
ccasmg to walk, at last Kyo arrived Each told the other 
what he had done. They contmued their walk m the 
mud, on their crepe soles Kyo small and supple as a 
Japanese cat, Katov swmging his shoulders, thinking of 
the troops who were advancing, guns gle aming m the 
ram, toward Shanghai glowing red m the heart of the 
mght. . . . Kyo, too, wanted to know if this advance 
had not been stopped. 

The street where they were walkmg was the first one 
in the Chmese city. Because of the proximity of the Eu- 
ropean quarter it was hned with pet-shops They were 
all closed not a creature outside, and not a cry disturb- 
ing the silence, between the suren-calls and the last drops 
that fell from the homed roofs mto the puddles. The 
animals were asleep After knockmg, they entered one 
of the shops that of a dealer m hve fishes. The only 
l^ht, a candle fixed m a holder, was feebly reflected m 
the phosphorescent bowls ahgned like those of Ali-Baba, 
and m which the illustrious Chmese carps slept, mvisible. 

“Tomorrow'^” asked Kyo. 

“Tomorrow, at one o’clock.” 

At the back of the shop, behmd a counter, an mdis- 
tinct human bemg was asleep with his head m his elbows. 
He had scarcdy looked up to reply. This shop was one 
of the eighty posts of the Kuommtang through which 
news was transmitted. 

“Official?” 



“Yes. The army is at Ch’^ng Ch’ou. General strike at 
noon.” 

Although nothmg in the shadow had changed, al- 
though the dealer drowsmg m his cell had made no mo- 
tion, the phosphorescent surface of all the bowls b^an 
to stir feebly soft, black, concentric waves rose m si- 
lence. The sound of the voices was awakemng the fishes. 
A siren, once again, became lost m the distance. 

They went out, resumed their walk. The Avenue of 
the Two Repubhcs agam. 

A taxi. The car set off at reckless speed. Katov, sit- 
tmg at the left, leaned over, looked at the driver closely. 

“He is nguyen} Too bad Fd abs’lutely like not to be 
killed before tomorrow mght Easy, old chap'” 

“So Clappique is havmg the ship moved,” said Kyo. 
“The comrades m the government outfittmg-shop can 
supply us with cops’ uniforms. . . .” 

“No need. I have more than fifteen of them at the 
post.” 

“Let’s take the launch with your twelve men.” 

“It would be better without you. . . 

Kyo looked at him without speaku^. 

“It’s not very dangerous, but it’s not exactly child’s 
play either, you know. It’s more dangerous than this 
idiot of a driver who’s startmg to speed agam. And it’s 
not the mpment to ask you to get out.” 

“Nor you either.” 

“It’s not the same thmg. 1 can be replaced, now, you 
see. ... I’d rather you would take care of the truck 
which will be waiting, ,and the distribution ” 

He hesitated, embarrassed, his hand on his chest “I 
have to give him a chance to think it over,” he was 
diinkmg. Kyo said nothmg. The car continued to speed 

^ In a state of craymg (of opium addicts). 


43 



between streala of light blurred by the mist. There was 
no doubt that he was more useful than Katov the Cen- 
tral Committee knew the details of everything he had 
organized, but on mdex-cards, whereas for hun the m- 
surrection was a hvmg thmg, the city was m his skin, 
with Its weak pomts like wounds. None of his comrades 
could react so quickly as he, so surely. 

“All nght,” he said 

Lights more and more numerous. . . . Agam, the 
armored trucks of the concessions, and then, once more, i 
the dark. 

The car stopped. Kyo got out. 

“FU go get the umforms,” said Katov “FU come and 
fetdi you when everythmg is ready.” 

Kyo hved with his father in a smgle-story Chinese 
house, four wings surroundmg a garden. He passed 
through the first one, then through the garden, and en- 
tered the hall nght and left, on the white walls. Sung 
paintmgs, Chardm-blue phoenixes, at the end a Buddha 
of the Wei dynasty, almost romanesque in style. Plain 
divans, an opium table Behmd Kyo, the windows, bare 
like those of a work-shop. His father, who had, heard 
lum, entered for some years he had been suffenng from 
insomnia, was able to sleep only a few hours toward 
dawn, and welcomed joyfully anythmg that would help 
to pass the night. 

“Good evemng, father. Ch’en is coming to see you.” 

“Good ” 

Kyo’s features were not his father’s, which were those 
of an ascetic abbot, accentuated tonight by a camel’s 
hair dressmg gown. His mother’s Japanese blood ap- 
peared to have softened their lines to <orm Kyo’i 
samurai face. 



“Has anything happened to him?” 

“Yes.” 

No further question Both sat down. Kyo was not 
sleepy. He told him about the show Clappique had just 
put on for him— without mentiorung the firearms. Not, 
indeed, that he imstrusted his father; but he needed too 
much to be solely responsible for his own hfe to confide 
to him more than the general nature of his actions. Al' 
though the old professor of sociology of the Umversity 
of Pekmg, dismissed by Chang Tso Lm because of his 
teaching, had formed the best revolutionary cadres m 
Northern Chma, he did not participate m action When- 
ever Kyo came mto his presence, his own will to action 
was transformed mto mtelhgence, which rather dis- 
turbed him he became interested m individuals mstead 
of bemg mterested m forces And, because he was speak- 
mg of Clappique to his father who knew him well, the 
Baron now appeared more mysterious than a while ago. 
when he was looking at hrai 

“. . . he finally touched me for fifty dollars. . . 

“He is dismterested, Kyo. . . .” 

“But he had just spent a hundred dollars I saw it. 
Mythomama is always a rather disturbmg thmg.” 

He wanted to know just how far he could continue to 
use Clappique. His father, as always, was trymg to dis- 
cover what was profound or smgular m the man Bur 
what is deepest in a man is rarely what one can use di- 
rectly to make him act, and Kyo was thinking of his 
guns 

“If he needs to believe himself rich, why doesn’t ho 
try to get rich^’” 

“He used to be the foremost antiquanan in Pe- 
king. . . 
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“Why does he spend ali his money m one mght, then, 
if not to give himself the illusion of being rich^'” 

Gisors blinked, threw back his longish white hair, his 
old man’s voice, m spite of its weakened tone, took on 
the sharpness of a hne. 

“His mythomama is a means of denying life, don’t 
you see, of denymg, and not of forgettmg. Beware of 
logic m these matters. . . 

He extended his hand uncertainly, his restrained ges' 
tures hardly ever went sideways but straight before him 
his motions, when he resorted to them to round out a 
sentence, did not seem to push aside, but to seize some- 
thing. 

“Everything has happened as though he wanted to 
prove to himself this evening that, although he hved for 
two hours hke a rich man, wealth does not exist Because 
then poverty does not exist either. Which is essential. 
Nothmg exists all is dream. Don’t forget the alcohol, 
which helps him . . 

Gisors smiled The smile of his thin lips, droop ing at 
the corners, expressed his idea with more complexity 
than his words For twenty years he had used his mtelli- 
gence to wm the affections of men by justify ing them, 
and they were grateful to him for a kmdness which they 
did not suspect had its roots m opium. People attnbuted 
to him the patience of a Buddhist it was the patience of 
an addict. 

“No man lives by denying life,” answered Kyo. 

“One lives inadequately by it. . . . He feels a need 
to hve madequately.” 

“And he is forced to.” 

^ “He chooses a way of life that makes it necessaiy- 
his deahngs in antiques, perhaps dn^, and the traffic of 
firearms. ... In conjunction with the police whom he 
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no doubt detests, but whom he cooperates with m such 
deals for a fair remuneration . . 

It didn’t make much difference the pohce knew the 
Communists didn’t have enough money to buy firearms 
from the clandestme importers 

“Every man is like his affliction,” said Kyo. “what 
does he suffer from^” 

“His afihction, don’t you see, has no more importance, 
no more sense, touches nothing deeper than his lies, or 
his pleasures, he really has no depth, and that is perhaps 
what describes him best, because it’s rare. He does what 
he can to make up for it, but that requires certam 
gifts. . . . When you’re not tied to a man, Kyo, you 
think of him m order to foresee his actions. Clappique’s 
actions . . .” 

He pomted to the aquanum m which the black carps, 
soft and lacy like streamers, rose and fell 

“There you have them. . . . He drinks, but he was 
made for opium it’s also possible to choose the wrong 
vice, many men never strike the one that might save 
them Too bad, for he is far from bemg without worth. 
But his field doesn’t mterest you.” 

It was true. If Kyo was unable to think m terms of 
action this everung, neither could he become interested 
m ideas he could think only of himself. The heat was 
penetratmg him httle by httle, as at the Black Cat a 
while ago, and once more the obsession of the records 
went through him hlte the wearmess tmghng through 
his legs He told of his astonishment at the records, but 
as though he were referring merely to one of the voice- 
recordings which had been made in the English shopst. 
Gisors listened, caressii^ his angular chm with his. left 
hand his hands, with their slender fingers, were very 
beautifuL He had bent his head forward, his hair 
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over his eyes, though his forehead was bald. He threw 
it back with a toss of the head, but his eyes had a far- 
away look. 

“Fve had the experience of finding myself unexpect- 
edly before a mirror and not recognizmg myself. . . .” 

His thumb was gently rubbmg the other fingers of 
his right hand, as though he were sprinkhng a powder 
of memories. He was speakmg for himself, pursuing a 
Ime of thought which excluded his son 

“It’s undoubtedly a question of means we hear the 
voices of others with our ears ” 

“And cur own?” 

“With our throats for you can hear your own voice 
with your ears stopped Opium is also a world we do not 
hear with our ears . . .” 

Kyo got up His father scarcely saw him 

“I have to go out agam soon.” 

“Can I be of any use to you with Clappique?” 

“No Thanks Good mght.” 

“Good mght.” 

Kyo, lymg down in an attempt to reduce his wean- 
ness, was waitmg He had not turned on the hght; he 
did not move It was not he who was thmkmg of the m- 
surrecnon, it was the insurrection, hvmg m so many 
brains like sleep m so many others, which weighed upon 
him to such a pomt that there was nothmg left in him 
but anxiety and expectation. Less than four hundred 
guns m aU. Victory— or the firmg-squad, with some re- 
finements Tomorrow. No by and by. A matter of 
speed eveiywhere disarm the pohee and, with the five 
hundred Mausers, arm the combat groups before the 
soldiers of the governmental armored tiain entered mto 
action. The masses were ready. Half the pohee, who 
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were dying of starvation, would undoubtedly pass over 
to the insurgents. Which left the other half. But the 
insurrection was to begm at one o’clock— the general 
strike, therefore, at noon— and most of the combat 
groups had to be armed before five o’clock “Soviet 
China,” he thought To conquer here the digmty of his 
people. And the U S.S R. increased to six hundred mil- 
lion men Victory or defeat, the destmy of the world 
hovered here close by. Unless the Kuommtang, once 
Shanghai was taken, tried to crush its Communist al- 
hes. . . . He started the garden door was bemg opened. 
Recollection buned anxiety his wife? He listened the 
door of the house shut May entered Her blue leather 
coat, of an almost mihtary cut, accentuated what was 
virile in her gait and even m her face— a large mouth, 
a short nose, the promment cheek-bones of the Germans 
of the North. 

“It’s really gomg to start very shortly, Kyo?” 

“Yes.” 

She was a doctor m one of the Chmese hospitals, but 
she had just come from the section of revolutionary 
women whose clandestme hospital she directed 

“Always the same story, you know. I’ve just left a 
kid of eighteen who tned to commit suicide with a razoi 
blade in her weddmg palanqmn. She was bemg forced 
to marry a respectable brute. . . . They brought her in 
her red weddmg gown, all covered widi blood The 
mother behmd, a httle stunted shadow, that was sobbmg, 
of course . . . When I told her the kid wouldn’t die, 
she said to me Toor htde thmg' she would almost have 
been lucky to die. . . .’ Luc^. . . . That tells more 
than all our speeches about the condition of women 
here. . . 

German, but bom m Shanghai, a doctor of Heidel- 
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beig and Paris— she spoke French without an accent. 
She threw her beret on the bed. Her wavy hair was 
drawn back, so that it would be easy to fix He felt like 
stroking it Her very broad forehead, also, had some- 
thing masculine about it, but since she had stopped talk- 
mg she was becommg more femimne— Kyo did not take 
his eyes off her— because the release of tension softened 
her features, because fatigue relaxed them, and because 
she had taken off her beret It was her sensual mouth 
and her eyes that animated her face— her eyes, sufiiciently 
bright to make the mtensity of her glance seem to come, 
not from her pupils but from the shadow of her fore- 
head over the wide orbits. 

Attracted by the light, a white Pekingese came trot- 
ting m. She called it with a tired voice 

“Little woolly dog'” 

She caught it m her left hand, raised it caressingly to 
her face 

“Rabbit,” she said, smilmg, “httle rabbit. . . 

“He looks hke you,” said Kyo. 

“Doesn’t he^^” 

She looked m the mirror at the white head glued 
against hers, above the httle jomed paws. The amusing 
resemblance was due to her high Germanic cheek-bones. 
Although she was barely pretty, he thought of Othello’s 
phrase, adapting it “O my dear warrior . . .” 

She put down the dog, got up. Her half-open coat 
now partly exposed her high breasts, which reminded 
one of her cheek-bones. Kyo told her the mght’s hap- 
penmgs. 

“At the hospital this evenmg,” she said, “some thirty 
young women of the propaganda circles who had es- 
caped from the White troops . . . Wounded, More and 
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more of them are arnvmg They say the army is very 
near And that there are many killed. . . 

“And half the wounded will die . . . Sulfermg can 
have meamng only when it does not lead to death, and 
that’s where it almost always leads.” 

May pondered 

“Yes,” she said at last. “And yet that’s perhaps a man’s 
idea For me, for a woman, suffermg— it’s strange— makes 
me think of life rather than of death. . . . Because of 
child-birth, perhaps. . . .” 

She reflected agam 

“The more wounded there are, the nearer the insure 
rection is, the more people go to bed together.” 

“Yes, It’s natural.” 

“I have something to teU you which is perhaps gomg 
to annoy you a httle. . . .” 

Leamng on his elbow, he gave her a questiomng look. 
She was mtelhgent and brave, but often clumsy. 

“I finally yielded to Langlen and went to bed with 
him, this afternoon.” 

He shrugged his shoulder, as if to say “That’s your 
affair.” But his gesture, the tense expression of his face, 
contrasted sharply with this mdifference She was watch- 
ing him, haggard, her cheek-bones emphasized by the 
vertical light He too was watchmg her eyes, expression- 
less in the shadow, and said nothmg He was wondering 
if the expression of sensuality m her face was not due 
to the fact that the obhterated eyes and the shght swell- 
ing of hen hps, in contrast to her features, violently ac- 
centuated her femimnity , . . She sat down on the bed, 
took his hand. He nearly withdrew it, but yielded it. She 
felt the impulse however: 

“Are you hurt.!*” 
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“I have told you you were free. . . . Don’t ask too 
much,” he added bitterly. 

The dog jumped up on the bed. He withdrew his 
hand, to caress it perhaps 

“You are free,” he repeated. “The rest doesn’t mat- 
ter.” 

“Anyway, I had to tell you. For my own sake.” 

‘Tes.” 

Neither of them questioned the necessity of her tell- 
ing him He suddenly wanted to get up lymg thus, with 
her sitting on his bed, hkd a sick man bemg nursed by 
her. . . . But why should he? Everything was so fu- 
tile. . . . He continued nevertheless to look at her, to 
discover that she could make him suifer. For months, 
whether he looked at her or not, he had ceased to see 
her; certam expressions, at tunes. . . . Their love, so 
often hurt, umtmg them hke a sick child, the common 
meanmg of their life and their death, the carnal under- 
standmg betv/een them, nothing of all that existed before 
the fatality which discolors the forms with which our 
eyes are saturated. “Do I love her less than I think I do?” 
he thought. No. Even at this moment he was sure that 
if she were to die he would no longer serve his cause 
with hope, but with despair, as though he himself were 
dead Nothmg, however, prevailed agamst the discolora- 
tion of that face buned in the depth of their common 
life as in mist, as in the earth He remembered a friend 
who had had to watch the dismtegration of the mind of 
the woman he loved, paralyzed for months, it seemed 
to him that he was watchmg May die thus, watching the 
form of his happiness absurdly disappear like a cloud 
absorbed by the gray sky. As though she had died twice 
—from the effect of tune, and from what she was i-p.llina r 
him. ® 
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She got up, went to the window. She walked briskly 
m spite of her fatigue. Choosing, through mingled fear 
and sentimental delicacy, to say nothmg more of what 
she had just told him, smce he would not talk, and wish- 
ing to escape this conversation from which she felt none 
the less they would not escape, she tried to express her 
tenderness by saying whatever came mto her mmd, and 
appealed instinctively to an animism of which he was 
fond m front of the wmdow, one of the trees of Mars 
had opened out durmg the mght, the hght from the 
room fell on its leaves that were still curled, a delicate 
green against the dark background 

“It has hidden its leaves m its trunk durmg the day,” 
she said, “and is bnngmg them out tomght while no one 
sees It ” 

She seemed to be talkmg to herself, but how could 
Kyo have mistaken the tone of her voice!* 

“You might have picked another day,” he said nonf; 
the less between his teeth. 

He saw himself in the mirror, also, leamng on his el- 
bow— his face so Japanese between the white sheets. ' If 
I were not a half-breed . . .” He was makmg an in- 
tense effort to push back the hateful or base thoughts all 
too ready to justify and feed his anger. And he gazed 
at her— gazed at her as though her face should have re- 
covered, by the suffermg it was inflictmg, all the life it 
had lost. 

“But, Kyo, It’s precisely today that it had no impor- 
tance . • . and . . 

She was gomg to add “he wanted it so badly.” In the 
face of death it mattered so htde. . . . But she said 
merely 

“. . . I also may die tomorrow. . . .” 

So much the better. Kyo was suffermg from the most 



humiliating pain* that which one despises oneself for 
feeling In reahty she was free to sleep with whom she 
pleased. Why, then, this suffermg to which he claimed 
no nght, but which so insistently claimed a right to him? 

“A^en you realized that I . . . was fond of you, 
Kyo, you asked me one day, not senously— just a trifle 
perhaps— if I thought I would be willmg to go to prison 
with you, and I answered you that I didn’t know— that 
the difiicult thing no doubt was to stay there. . . .You 
thought I would, none the less, since you were fond of 
me too. Why not think so now?” 

“It’s always the same ones who go to prison Katov 
would go, even if he did not love deeply. He would go 
for the idea he has of hfe, of himself. . . . It’s not for 
someone else that one goes to prison ” 

“Kyo, what masculme ideas . . .” 

He was thmkmg. 

“And yet,” he said, “to love those who are capable of 
domg just that, to be loved by them perhaps, what more 
can one ask of love? What madness to ask them for ac- 
counts besides? . . . Even if they do it for their . . . 
morahty. . . .” 

“It’s not for morahty,” she said slowdy. “For morahty, 
1 would surely be mcapable of it.” 

“But” (he was speaking slowly too) “this love did not 
prevent you from gomg to bed with that fellow, at the 
same time that you were thinking— you just said so— it 
would , . . annoy me?” 

“Kyo, I’m going to tell you somethmg strange, and 
which IS true just the same ... up until five mmutes 
ago I thought It wouldn’t matter to you. Perhaps h 
snited me to think so. . . . There are urges, especiaUy 
when one is so neai death (it’s the death of others that 
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I’m used to, Kyo . . .)j that have nothmg to dc. with 
love. . . 

Yet jealousy persisted, all the more obscure because 
the sexual desire she aroused m him rested on affection. 
His eyes shut, still leamng on his elbow, he was trymg— 
wretchedly— to understand He heard only May’s op- 
pressed breathmg and the scratchmg of tht dog’s paws. 
His wound was caused, first of all (there would, alas' 
be other reasons he felt them lymg m wait inside him 
like his comrades behind those doors that were soil 
closed) by his feeling that the man who had just had 
mtercourse with her (after all, I can’t call him her 
lover' ) must despise her He was an old chum of May’s, 
Kyo scarcely knew him. But he knew the fundamental 
misogyny of almost all men “The idea that havmg had 
mtercourse with her, because he has had intercourse with 
her, he can say of her ‘That httle bitch’ makes me want 
to knock him down. Can it be that one is never jealous 
except because of what one supposes the other supposes? 
Wretched humanity. . . .” For May, sexual mtercourse 
did not m any sense signify an emotional surrendei. That 
fellow would have to learn it If he went to bed widi 
her, that was that, but he must not imagine that he pos- 
sessed her “I’m gettmg maudlm . . .” But he could 
not help himself, and that was not the essential, he knew. 
The essential, what agonized him, was that he was sud- 
denly separated from her, not by hatred— although there 
was hatred in him— not by jealousy (or was jealousy pre- 
cisely this?) but by a feeling that had no name, as de- 
structive as time or death he could not find her agam 
He opatied his eyes, this familiar athletic body, with its 
averted profile* an elongated eye, starting at the temple, 
sunk between the exposed forehead and the cheek-bone— 
a human bemg. . . . Who was she? A woman who had 
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just had intercourse with a man? But was she not also the 
one who tolerated his weaknesses, his afihctions, his out- 
bursts of irritation, the one who had helped him nurse 
his wounded comrades, watched with hun over his dead 
friends? . . The sweetness of her voice, which Im- 

gered m the air. . , . One does not forget what one 
wishes And now this body was bemg invested with 
the poignant mystery of a famihar person suddenly 
transformed— the mystery one feels before a mute, blmd, 
or mad bemg And she was a woman Not a kind of 
man Somethmg else . . . 

She was getting away from him completely. And, be- 
cause of that perhaps, the fierce craving for an mtense 
contact with her blinded him, for a contact, no matter 
what kmd— even one that might lead to fright, screams, 
blows He got up, went over to her. He knew he was in 
a state of crisis, that tomorrow perhaps he would no 
longer understand anythmg of what he was feehng now, 
but he was before her as before a death-bed, and as 
towards a death-bed, mstmct threw him towards her to 
touch, to feel, to hold back those who are leavmg you, 
to clmg to them. . . . She was lookmg at him with an 
mtense anxiety, he had stopped two paces from her. The 
revelation of what he wanted finally flashed upon him 
to he with her, to find refuge m her body against this 
frenzy in which he was losmg her entirely, they did 
not have to know each other when they were using all 
their strength to hold each other in a tight embrace. 

She suddenly turned round someone had rung. Too 
soon for Katov. Was the insurrection discovered? What 
they had said, felt, loved, hated, was brutally submerged. 
The bell rai^ again. He took his revolver from under his 
pillow, crossed the garden^ went to open in his pajamas: 
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It was not Kato’ , it was Clappique, still in his dinner- 
jacket. They stood in the garden. 

“Well?” 

“First of all let me give you back your document; 
here it is. Everythmg is fine. The ship has left. It’s gomg 
to anchor up-stream off the French Consulate. Almost 
on the other side of the river.” 

“Any difficulties?” 

“Not a word. The old confidence: if not, I wonder 
how we would manage. In these matters, young man, 
confidence is all the greater the less there is to justify 
it ” 

An allusion? 

Qappique ht a cigarette. Kyo could see only the spot 
of square black silk on the mdistmct face He went to 
get his wallet— May was waitmg— came back, paid the 
commission agreed upon. The Baron put the bills m his 
pocket, m a roll, without countmg them. 

“Generosity brmgs good luck,” he said. “My good 
fellow, the story of my mght’s adventure is a re-mar-ka- 
ble moral tale it began with chanty and ends m wealth. 
Not a word'” 

Raismg his forefinger, he leaned over towards KyoV 
ear: 

“Fantomas ^ salutes you'” then turned and left. 

As though he were afraid to return into the house, he 
watched him disappear, his dinner jacket bobbing up 
and down against the white wall. “Rather like Fantomas, 
as a matter of fact, m that outfit. Did he guess, or sup- 
pose, or . . .” Enough of the picturesque Kyo heard a 
cough and recognized it all the more qmckly as he was 

^ A popular character in French detective fiction who plays the 
role of an elusive and clever cnnunal. 
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expecting it Katov. Everyone was hunying tonight. 

In order to be less visible, perhaps, he was walking in 
the middle of the street. Kyo guessed his blouse rather 
".han saw it, somewhere, above it, in the dark, a nose in 
die wmd. . . . Especially he sensed the swmgmg of his 
hands He walked towards him. 

“Well?” he asked, as he had asked Clappique. 

“All’s well. And the ship?” 

“Opposite the French Consulate. Far from the wharf. 
In half an hour.” 

“The launch and the men are four hundred meters 
from there Let’s go.” 

“And the uniforms?” 

“Don’t worry. The fellows are absolutely ready.” 

He went into the house, dressed m a moment trou- 
sers, a sweater, rope-soled shoes (he might have to do 
some climbmg). He was ready. May olfered her lips. 
Kyo’s spirit wanted to kiss her, his mouth, not— as 
though It bore an mdependent grudge. He finally kissed 
her, awkwardly. She looked at him with sadness, her 
eyehds lowered, her eyes, in deep shadow, became m- 
tensely expressive whenever the expression came from 
the muscles. He left. 

He was walking by Katov’s side once more. Yet he 
could not free himself from her. “A while ago she 
seemed to me like a mad or a blmd woman. I don’t know 
her. I know her only to the extent that I love, in the 
sense in which I love her. One possesses of another per- 
son only what one changes in him, says my father. . . . 
And then what?” He withdrew mto himself as he ad- 
vanced mto the increasingly dark alley, in which even 
the telegraph insulators no^longer gleamed against the 
sky. His torment returned, and he remembered the rec- 
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ords “We hear the voices of others with our ears, ouj 
own voices with our throats ” Yes. One hears his own 
life, too, with his throat, and those of others^' . . . Fir^ 
of all there was solitude, the inescapable aloneness be* 
hind the hving multitude like the great pmmtive mght 
behind the dense, low mght under which this city of 
deserted streets was expectantly waiting, full of hope 
and hatred. “But I, to myself, to my throat, what am P 
A kind of absolute, the affirmation of an idiot an in- 
tensity greater than that of all the rest. To others, I am 
what I have done ” To May alone, he was not what he 
had done, to him alone, she was something altogether 
different from her biography. The embrace by which 
love holds bemgs together against sohtude did not brmg 
Its rehef to man, it brought rehef only to the madman, 
to the mcomparable monster, dear above all thmgs, that 
every bemg is to himself and that he cherishes m his 
heart Smee his mother had died. May was the only 
being for whom he was not Kyo Gisors, but an mtimate 
partner. “A partnership consented, conquered, chosen,” 
he thought, extraordinarily in harmony with the night, 
as if his thoughts were no longer made for hght “Men 
are not my kmd, they are those who look at me and 
judge me, my kmd are those who love me and do not 
look at me, who love me m spite of everything, d^rada- 
tion, baseness, treason— me and not what I have done or 
shall do— who would love me as long as I would love my- 
self— even to suicide. . . . With her alone I have this 
love in co|pmon, injured or not, as others have children 
who are ill and in danger of dying. . . It was nof 
happiness, certainly. It was somethmg primitive which 
was at one with the darkness and caused a warmth to 
ris9 in him, resolving itself into a motionless embrace, as 
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of cheek against cheek— the only thing in him that was 
as strong as death. 

On the roofs there were already shadows at their 
osts. 


Four oi* clock in the morning 

Old Gisors crumpled the badly tom scrap of paper 
on which Ch’en had written his name m pencil, and put 
it m his pocket He was impatient to see his former pupil 
again. His eyes fell once more upon the man he was con- 
versmg with, a very old Chmaman with the head of a 
mandarm of the India Company, wearmg the robe, he 
was moving towards the door, with httle steps, his fore- 
finger raised, and was speakmg English “It is well that 
the absolute submission of woman, concubmage and the 
institution of courtesans exist I shall contmue to publish 
my articles It is because our ancestors thought thus that 
those beautiful pamtmgs exist (he mdicated the blue 
phoenix with his eyes, without movmg his face, as 
though he were oglmg it)— you are proud of them, and 
I too. Woman is subject to man as man is subject to the 
State, and it is less hard to serve man than to serve the 
State. Do we hve for ourselves^ We are nothing. We 
live for the State m the present, for the order of the 
dead through the centuries. . . .” 

Was he ever gomg to leave? This man clutchmg to his 
past, even today (didn’t the suens of the battleships suf- 
fice to fill the night? . . .) m the face of Ghma cor- 
roded by blood like its sacrificial bronzes, mvested 
with a certain poetic quality, like some lunatics. Order! 
Crowds of skeletons in embroidered robes, lost in the 
depth of time in motionless assembhes’ facmg them, 
Ch’en, the two hundred thousand workers of the spin- 
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rung nulls without embroideries, the crushmg horde of 
the coohes. The subnussion of women!* Every evenmg 
May brought back accounts of smcides of fiancees. . . . 
The old man left, his forefinger raised. “Order, Mr. 
Gisors' . . .” after a last bouncmg nod of his head and 
shoulders. 

As soon as he had heard the door shut, Gisors called 
Ch’en and returned with him to the room with the 
phoenixes. 

Ch’en began to pace back and forth. Each time he 
passed before him, at a shght angle, Gisors seated on one 
of the divans was remmded of an Egyptian bronze hawk 
of which Kyo had kept a photograph through fondness 
for Ch’en, “because of the resemblance ” It was true, m 
spite of the kmdhness which the thick hps seemed to 
express. “In short, a hawk converted by Saint Francis of 
Assisi,” he thought. 

Ch’en stopped m front of him 

“It’s I who killed Tang Yen Ta,” he said. 

He had seen in Gisors’ look somethmg almost affec- 
tionate. He despised affection, and was afraid of it. His 
head which was sunk between his shoulders and pushed 
forward when he walked, and the curved ridge of his 
nose, accentuated the resemblance to the hawk, m spite 
of his squat figure, and even his narrow eyes, almost 
without lashes, made one think of a bird 

“Is that what you wanted to talk to me about!*” 

“Yes.” 

“Does Kyo know!*” 

“Yes.” * 

Gisors pondered. Smce he would not respond with 
prejudices, he could only approve. He had nevertheless 
some difficulty m doing so. “Fm getting old,” he thought. 

Ch’en gave up walkmg. 
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“I’m terribly alone,” he said, looking straight at Gisors 
at last. 

The latter was upset. That Ch’en fastened himself to 
him did not astonish him for years he had been his 
teacher m the Chinese sense of the word— a httle less 
i-han his father, more than his mother, smce they had 
both died, Gisors was without doubt the only man Ch’en 
needed What he did not understand was that Ch’en, 
who had undoubtedly met some terrorists agam that 
night, smce he had just seen Kyo, seemed so remote from 
them 

“But the others^” he asked. 

Ch’en saw them agam, m the back-shop of the record- 
dealer, plungmg into the shadow or emergmg from it 
with the swingmg of die lamp, while the cricket chirped. 

“TTiey don’t know.” 

“That you did it?” 

“They know that- no importance.” 

He agam fell into silence. Gisors avoided questionmg 
him. Ch’en finally went on: 

. . That It’s the first tune.” 

Gisors suddenly had the impression that he under- 
stood, Ch’en felt this 

“No. You don’t understand.” 

He spoke French with a guttural accentuation of one- 
syllable words, which combined startimgly with certain 
iioms he had picked up from Kyo. He was iastmctively 
holdmg his arm close to his side once more he felt the 
stabbed body which the sprmg-mattress had caused to 
rebound against the knife. That meant nothing. He 
would do it again. In the meantime, however, he yearned 
for a refuge. But it was only for Kyo that Gisors could 
feel that deep affection which needs no eir platigtion. 
Ch’en knew it How should he espre^ Jhimsdf? 
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“You have never killed a man before, have you^’*^ 

“You know I haven’t.” 

That seemed obvious to Ch’en, but today he had be 
gun to distrust such impressions. Yet it seemed to him 
suddenly that Gisors lacked something He raised his 
eyes The latter was lookmg up at him, his white haii 
seeming longer because of the backward toss of his head 
Gisors was puzzled by his lack of gestures This was 
due to his wound which Ch’en had not mentioned, not 
that he was suffermg from it (a chum of his, an orderly, 
had disinfected and bound it) but it hampered hun As 
always when he was reflecting, Gisors was ro lling an 
invisible cigarette between his fingers- 

“Perhaps. . . 

He stopped, his bnght eyes steady. Ch’en waited. 
Gisors went on, almost brutally 

“I don’t think the memory of a murder is enough to 
upset you so.” 

“It’s clear that he doesn’t know what he’s talkmg 
about,” Ch’en tried to tell himself, but Gisors had hit 
the mark. Ch’en sat down, looked at his feet 

“No,” he said, “I don’t thmk the memory is enough, 
either. There’s somethmg else, the essential. I’d like to 
know what.” 

Was that why he had come.^* 

“The first woman you ever slept with was a prosti- 
tute, of course^” asked Gisors. 

“I’m a Chinaman,” answered Ch’en with rancor. 

No, thought Gisors. Except, perhaps, for his sexuality, 
Ch’en was not Chmese. The emigrants from all countnes 
with which Shanghai overflowed had shown Gisors to 
what extent a man becomes separated from his nation 
in a national way, but Ch’en no longer belonged to 



China, not even in the way he had left it a complete 
hberty gave him over completely to his mmd. 

“What did you feel, afterwards^*” asked Gisors. 

Ch’en clenched his fists. 

“Pride.” 

“At bemg a man?” 

“At not being a woman ” 

His voice no longer expressed rancor, but a complex 
contempt. 

“I t-hink you mean,” he went on, “that I must have 
felt myself . . . apart?” 

Gisors avoided an answer. 

“. . . Yes Terribly And you are right to speak of 
women. Perhaps one thoroughly despises the man one 
kills. But less than the others.” 

“Than the ones who don’t kill?” 

“Than the ones who don’t kill the weaklings.” 

He was pacmg agam. The two last words had fallen 
like a load that one drops, and the silence spread around 
them, Gisors was begmmng to feel, not without melan- 
choly, the isolation that Ch’en was speaking of He sud- 
denly remembered that Ch’en had told him he had a hor- 
ror of hunting. 

“Didn’t you feel horror at the blood?” 

“Yes But not only horror.” 

He had spoken these words while pacmg away from 
Gisors He turned round on a sudden and, considering 
the phoemx, but as directly as though he were looking 
Gisors straight m the eyes, he asked 

“So what? I know what one does with women when 
they want to contmue to possess you one lives with 
them What about death?” 

Even more bitterly, but without taking his eyes ofi 
the phoenix: 
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“Live with It?” 

The bent of Gisors’ mind made him mcLned always to 
help out those who came to him, and he felt affection 
for Ch’en. But he was beginning to see the thing clearly, 
action m the shock groups was no longer enough for the 
young man, terrorism was beginning to fascinate him. 
Still rolhng his hnagmary cigarette, his head bent for- 
ward as though he were studymg the carpet, a white 
shock of hair beatmg agamst his slender nose, he said, 
trymg to give his voice a tone of detachment 

“You thmk you won’t get away from it. . . .” 

But his nerves gettmg the better of him, he spluttered 
m conclusion 

“. . . and It’s against that . . . torment that you’ve 
come to . . . me for help ” 

Silence. 

“A torment? No ” Ch’en finally said, between his 
teeth, “A fatahty?” 

Agam silence. Gisors felt that no gesture was possible, 
that he could not take his hand, as he used to In his turn 
he made a decision, and said with wearmess, as though he 
had suddenly acquired the habit of anguish 

“Then, you must thmk it through, and carry it to the 
extreme. And if you want to hve with it. . . .” 

“I shall soon be killed.” 

Isn’t that what he wants above all? Gisors wondered 
He aspires to no glory, to no happmess Capable of wm- 
nmg, but not of livmg m his victory, what can he appeal 
to if not to death? No doubt he wants to give it the 
meanmg that others give to hfe To die on the highest 
possible plane. An ambitious soul, sufficiently lucid, suf- 
ficiently separated from men or sufSciendy afflicted to 
despise aU the objects of his ambition, and his ambition 
itself? 
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“If you want to live with this . . . fatality, there is 
only one recourse to pass it on.” 

“Who would be worthy of it^” asked Ch’en, stdl be- 
tween his teeth. 

The air was becoming more and more weighted, as if 
everything murderous that these words called forth 
were present there. Gisors could say nothing more 
words would have sounded false, frivolous, stupid. 

“Thank you,” said Ch’en He bowed before him, with 
his whole upper body, Chinese fashion (which he never 
did) as though he preferred not to touch him, and left. 

Gisors went back and sat down, began agam to roll 
his cigarette. For the first tune he found himself face to 
face, not with fightmg, but with blood. A.nd as always, 
he thought of Kyo. Kyo would have found the umverse 
in which Ch’en moved unbreathable. . . . Was he really 
sure of this^ Ch’en also detested huntmg, Ch’en also had 
a horror of blood— before. How well did he know his 
son at this depth!* Whenever his love played no role, 
whenever he could not refer to many memories, he fully 
realized that he did not know Kyo. He was seized with 
an mtense desire to see him agam— the desue one has to 
see one’s dead a last time. He knew he had gone 

Where? Ch’en’s presence still ammated the room. He 
had thrown himself mto the world of murder, from 
which he would never emerge- with his passion, he was 
entering upon the hfe of a terrorist as into a prison. Be- 
fore ten years he would be caught— tortured or killed; 
until then he would hve hke a man willfully obsessed, m 
a world of decision and death. He had hved by his ideas; 
now they would kill him. 

And It was mdeed this that made Gisors suffer. If 
Kyo went m for kilhng, that was his r61e. And if not, it 
didn’t matter what Kyo did was well done. But he was 
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appalled by this sudden sensation, this certainty of the 
fatahty of murder, an mtoxication as ternble as his own 
was innocent. He felt how madequately he had brought 
to Ch’en the rehef which he sought, how solitary mur- 
ler is— how great a distance was growmg, by virtue of 
this torment, between himself and Kyo. For the first 
time, the phrase he had so often repeated, “There is no 
knowledge of bemgs,” attached itself m his mind to the 
face of his son. 

As for Ch’en, did he really know him!* He did not at 
all beheve that memories enable one to undeKtand men 
There was Ch’en’s early education, which had been re- 
hgious, when he had begun to be mterested m the adoles- 
cent orphan— his parents had been killed m the pillage 
of Kalgan— Ch'en, insolent and taciturn, had just come 
from the Lutheran college. He had been the pupil of a 
consumptive intellectual who had reached pastorship 
late m hfe, and who was struggling patiently at the age 
of fifty to overcome, by chanty, an intense religion* 
anxiety Obsessed by the shame of the body which tor- 
mented Samt Augustme, of the degraded body m which 
one must hve with Christ— through horror of the ritual 
civilization of Chma which surrounded him and made 
the appeal of the true religious life even more impenous 
—this pastor had worked out in his anguished mind his 
own image of Luther, on which he would occasionally 
hold forth to Gisors “There is life only in God, but 
man, through sm, is degraded to such a pomt, so ir- 
remediably sullied, that to attam God is a kmd of sacri- 
lege. Whence Christ, whence his eternal crucifixion." 
Which left grace, that is to say limitless love or terror, 
according to the strength or weakness of hope, and this 
terror was a new sin, WTiich also left charity; but char- 
ily does not always suffice to di^l anguish. 
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The pastor had become attached to Ch’en. He had no 
siispicion that the uncle m charge of Ch’en had sent hun 
to the missionaries only in order that he might learn Eng- 
lish and French, and had put him on his guard against 
their teachmg, especially against the idea of hell which 
the Confucian mistrusted The child, who learned to 
know Christ, and not Satan or God— the pastor’s expe- 
rience had taught him that men never become converted 
except to mediators— gave himself over to love with the 
wholeheartedness which he brought to everything he 
did But the respect of the schoolboy for his master was 
sufficiently strong— the only thmg which China had 
deeply instilled in him— for the pastor’s anguish to be 
co mmuni cated to him, in spite of the love he had been 
taught, and a hell was disclosed to him, more terrible 
and more convmcmg than the one he had been sup- 
posedly forewarned against. 

The uncle returned. Appalled when he found what 
his nephew had become, he manifested a delicate satis- 
faction, sent httle jade and crystal trees to the director, 
to the pastor, to several others, a week later he sent for 
Ch’en to come home and, the foUowmg week, sent hun 
to the Umversity of Pekmg. 

Gisors, still rollmg his imagmary cigarette, his half- 
open mouth expressmg the bewilderment of one deep 
in thought, made an effort to recall the adolescent as he 
had been at that time. But how could one separate him, 
isolate him from the person he had become!' “I think 
of his rehgious spirit because Kyo has never had any, 
and at this moment every profound difference between 
them reassures roe. . . . ’V^y do I have the impression 
of knowing him better than my son!*” It was because he 
saw more dear’.y the way m which he had modified him; 
fhis essential modification— Aiir vrork— was precise, with 
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well-defined Linuts, and there v/as nothing about mei 
that he knew better than what he had given to them. 

No sooner had he observed Ch’en than he had under- 
stood that this adolescent was incapable of living by an 
ideology which did not immediately become trans- 
formed mto action. As he was devoid of charity, a re- 
hgious calhng could lead him only to contemplation or 
the mner life, but he hated contemplation, and would 
only have dreamt of an apostleship, for which precisely 
his absence of charity disqualified him. In order to live 
he therefore needed first of all to escape from his Chris- 
tiamty. (From half-confidences, it seemed that the ac- 
quamtance of prostitutes and students had made him 
overcome the only sin that had always been stronger 
than Ch’en’s will-power, masturbation, and with it, a 
constantly recurrmg feeling of anxiety and degradation ) 
When his new master had opposed Christiamty, not 
with arguments, but with other forms of greatness, faith 
had sifted through Ch’en’s fingers, imperceptibly, with- 
out crisis, like sand. His faith had detached him from 
China, accustomed him to isolate himself from the world 
instead of submitting to it, and he had understood 
through Gisors that everythmg had happened as if this 
penod of his hfe had been merely an imtiation m the 
sense of heroism what good is a soul, if there is neither 
God nor Christ? 

At this pomt Gisors’ tram of thought brought him 
back to his son, who had never been exposed to Chnsti- 
amty but whose Japanese education (Kyo had hved m 
Japan from his eighth to his seventeenth year) had also 
imposed the conviction that ideas were not to be 
thought, but hved. Kyo had chosen action, m a grave 
and premeditated way, as others choose a mihtary career, 
or the sea he left his father, lived m Canton, m Tientsin, 
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ihc life of day-laborers and coolies, in order to organize 
the syndicates. Ch’en— his uncle, taken as hostage at the 
capture of Swatow, and unable to pay his ransom, had 
been executed— had found himself without money, pro- 
vided only with worthless diplomas, with his twenty- 
four years and with China before him. He was a truck- 
driver when the Northern routes were dangerous, then 
an assistant chemist, then nothing. Everything had 
pushed him mto political activity the hope of a different 
world, the possibility of eatmg, though wretchedly (he 
was naturally austere, perhaps through pride), the grati- 
fication of his hatreds, his mind, his character. This ac- 
tivity gave a meamng to his sohtude. 

But with Kyo everythmg was simpler. The heroic 
sense had given him a kmd of discipline, not a kind of 
justification of life He was not restless His life had a 
meamng, and he knew what it was to give to each of 
these men whom famine, at this very moment, was kdl- 
mg off like a slow plague, the sense of his own digmty. 
He belonged with them they had the same enemies A 
half-breed, an outcast, despised by the white men and 
even more by the white women, Kyo had not tried to 
wm them he had sought and had found his own kmd. 
“There is no possible dignity, no real hfe for a man who 
works twelve hours a day without knowmg why he 
works.” That work would have to take on a meaning, 
become a faith. Individual problems existed for Kyo 
only m his private life. 

All this Gisors knew. “And yet, if Kyo were to enter 
and tell me, like Ch’en a while ago ‘It is I who killed 
Tang Yen Ta,’ I would thmk, ‘I knew it.’ All the possi- 
bilities withm him echo m me with such force that, 
whatever he might tell me, I would think, ‘I knew 
it . . ” Through the window he looked out at the 
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motionless and indiflFerent night. “But if I really knew 
it- and not in this uncertai n and appalhng fashion, I 
would save him ” A pamful alErmation, of which he did 
not believe a word What confidence did he have in his 
own mmd? 

Smce Kyo’s departure his imnd had served only to 
justify his son’s activity, an activity which at that tune 
was obscurely beginning somewhere in Central China 
or m the Southern provinces (often, for three months on 
end, he did not even know where). If the resdess stu- 
dents felt his mtelligence ready to help them, reachmg 
out to them with so much warmth and insight, it was 
not, as the idiots of Pekmg then beheved, because he 
found amusement in livmg vicariously in hves from 
which his age separated him- it was because m all those 
dramas that were so much alike he recognized that of 
his son. When he showed his students, almost all of them 
petty bourgeois, that they must ally themselves either 
with the mihtary chiefs or with the proletariat, when 
he told those who had chosen “Marxism is not a doc- 
trme, it is a 'will For the proletariat and those who be- 
long with them— you— it is the will to know themselves, 
to feel themselves as proletarians, and to conquer as such, 
you must be Marxists not m order to be right, but in 
order to conquer without betraymg yourselves,”— when 
he told them this he was talking to Kyo, he was defend- 
ing him. And, if he knew that it was not Kyo’s mci- 
sive mmd answering him when, after those lectures, he 
found his room filled with white flowers from the stu- 
dents, accordmg to the Chinese custom, at least he knew 
that these hands that were preparing to kill by brmging 
him camehas would tomorrow press those of his son, 
who would need them. That was why strength of cte- 
acter attracted him so mnch, why he had become st- 



tached to Ch’en. But, at the time when he had become 
attached to him, had he foreseen this ramy mght when 
the young man, speaking of blood that had hardly co- 
agulated, would come to him and say “It’s not only 
horror that I feel . . 

He got up, opened the drawer of the low table where 
he kept his opium tray, above a collection of small cac- 
tuses Under the tray, a photograph Kyo. He pulled it 
out, looked at it without any precise thoughts, sank bit- 
terly mta the certainty that, at the pomt he had reached, 
no one knew anyone— and that even the presence of 
Kyo, which he had so longed for just now, would have 
changed nothmg, would only have rendered their sep- 
aration more desperate, like that of friends whom one 
embraces m a dream and who have been dead for years. 
He kept the photograph between his fingers it was as 
warm as a hand He let it drop back into the drawer, 
took out the tray, turned out the electric hght and ht 
the lamp. 

Two pipes. Formerly, as soon as his craving began to 
be quenched, he would contemplate men with benev- 
olence, and the world as an mfimte of possibilities. Now, 
in his innermost bemg, the possibilities found no place 
he was sixty, and his memories were full of tombs His 
exquisitely pure sense of Chinese art, of those bluish 
pamtings on which his lamp cast only a dim light, of 
the whole civilization of suggestion wluch Chma spread 
around him, which, thirty years earlier, he had been 
able to put to such delicate uses— his sense of happiness— 
was now nothing more than a thin cover beneath which' 
anguish and the obsession of death were awakening, like 
restless dogs stirrmg at the end of their sleep 

Yet his nund hovered over the world, over mankind 
with a burning nassion that age had not extmguished. 



It had long been his conviction that there is a paranoiac 
m every man, m himself first of all. He had thought 
once— ages ago— that he imagined himself a hero No. 
This force, this furious subterranean imagination which 
was m him (were I to go mad, he had thought, this part 
of me alone would remain . . .) was ready to assume 
every form, like hght. Like Kyo, and almost for the same 
reasons, he thought of the records of which the latter 
had spoken to him, and almost m the same fashion, for 
Kyo’s modes of thought were bom of his own. Just as 
Kyo had not recognized his own voice because he had 
heard it with his throat, so he— Gisors— probably could 
not reduce his consciousness of himself to that which he 
could have of another person, because it was not ac- 
quired by the same means. It owed nothing to the senses. 
He felt himself penetratmg mto a domam which be- 
longed to him more than any other. With his mtradmg 
consciousness he was anxiously treadmg a forbidden soli- 
tude where no one would ever jom hun For a second he 
had the sensation that it was that which must escape 
death. . . . His hands, which were preparmg a new 
peUet, were shghtly trembhng. Even Ins love for Kyo 
did not free him from this total sohtude. But if he could 
not escape from himself mto another bemg, he knew 
how to find rehef there was opium 
Five pellets. For years he had limited himself to that, 
not without difficulty, not without pam sometimes. He 
scratched the bowl of his pipe, the shadow of his hand 
shpped from the wall to the ceilmg. He pushed back the 
lamp a fraction of an mch, the contours of the shadow 
became lost. The objects also were vanishing without 
changmg their form they ceased to be distmct from him- 
self, joined him m the depth of a familiar world where a 
bemgn mdifference mingled all things— a world more 
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true than the other because more constant, more like 
himself, sure as a friendship, always mdulgent and al- 
ways accessible forms memories, ideas, all plunged 
slowly towards a liberated umverse He remembered a 
September afternoon when the sohd gray of the sky 
made a lake’s surface appear milky, in the meshes of vast 
fields of water-Hies, from the moldy gables of an aban- 
doned pavilion to the magnificent and desolate horizon 
he saw only a world suffused with a solemn melancholy. 
Near his idle bell, a Buddhist priest leaned on the balus- 
trade of the pavihon, abandonmg his sanctuary to the 
dust, to the fragrance of bummg aromatic woods, peas- 
ants gathermg water-lily seeds passed by in a boat with- 
out the shghtest sound, at the edge of the farthest flow- 
ers two long waves grew from the rudder, melted list- 
lessly in the gray water Tliey were vamshmg now m 
himself, gathermg m their fan all the oppressiveness of 
the world, but an oppressiveness without bitterness, 
brought by opium to an ultimate punty. His eyes shut, 
earned by great motionless wings, Gisors contemplated 
his sohtude a desolation that )omed the divme, while at 
the same time the wave of seremty that gently covered 
the depths of death widened to infinity. 


Half past four m the morning 

Abready dressed as government soldiers with water- 
proofs, the men were gomg down one by one mto the 
big launch rocked by rihe eddies of the river. 

“Two of the sailors are members of the Party. We’U 
have to question them: they must know where the fire- 
arms are,’* said Kyo to Katov. Except for the boots, the 
uniform did not greatly modify the latter’s appearance. 
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His military blouse was as badly buttoned as the other. 
But the brand-new cap solemnly sittmg on his head, 
which was usually bare, made him look foolish. “Aston- 
ishmg combmation, a Chmese officer’s cap and such a 
nose'” thought Kyo It was pitch dark. . . . 

“Shp on the hood of your waterproof,” he said never- 
theless. 

The launch eased off from the wharf and sped into 
the mght. It soon disappeared behmd a junk Cruisers— 
the shafts of hght from the projectors, crossed like sa- 
bers, swung m a flash from the sky to the chaotic port. 

In the bow, Katov kept his eyes glued to the Shan- 
tung, which seemed gradually to be approaching While 
the smell of stagnant water, fish and smoke from the 
port, which was gradually replacmg the coal smell of the 
dock, seemed to go through him, his min d was obsessed 
by the memory which the approach of every battle 
called forth m him On the Lithuaman front his battahon 
had been taken by the White forces. The disarmed men 
were standing in Ime on the barely visible expanse ol 
snow against the greenish dawn. “Communists, leave the 
ranis'” Death, they knew. Two-thirds of the battalion 
had advanced “Take off your coats.” “Dig the pit.” 
They had dug. Slowly, for the ground was frozen. The 
White Guards, a revolver m each hand (the shovels 
might become weapons), uneasy and impatient, were 
waiting, to right and left— the center empty because of 
the machine-guns leveled at the prisoners. The silence 
was limit less, vast as the snow that stretched out as far 
as the eye could reach. Only the clods of earth fell with 
a bntde sound, more and more hurried Li spite of death, 
the men were hurrying to get warm. Several had begun 
to sneeze. “That’s good now. Halt'” They turned round. 
Behind than, beyond their comrades, women, chiliirm 
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and old men from the village were herded, scarcely clad, 
wrapped m blankets, mobilized to witness the example. 
Many were tummg their heads, as though they were 
fry ing not to look, but they were fascmated by horror. 
“Take off your trousers'” For umforms were scarce. 
Many hesitated, because of the women. “Take off your 
trousers'” The wounds appeared, one by one, bandaged 
with rags the machine-guns had fired low and almost 
all were wounded in the legs. Many folded then trou- 
sers, although they had thrown their cloaks. They 
formed a Ime again, on the edge of the pit this tune, fac- 
mg the machme-guns, pale on the snow flesh and shirts. 
Bitten by the cold, they were now sneezmg uncon- 
trollably, one after the other, and those sneezes were so 
mtensely human, m that dawn of execution, that the 
machme-gunners, instead of finng, waited— waited for 
life to become less mdiscreet. At last they decided to 
fire. The followmg evemng the Reds recaptured the vil- 
lage seventeen of the victims who were still ahve— 
among them Katov— were saved. Those pale shadows 
on the greenish snow at dawn, transparent, shaken by 
convulsive sneezes m the face of the machme-guns, were 
here m this ram, m this Chmese mght, before the shadow 
of the Shantung 

The launch plowed ahead. The swell was heavy 
enough to make the low and shadowy outlme of the 
vessel seem to rock slowly on the river, scarcely lighted, 
it could be made out only as a darker mass against the 
cloud-covered sky. The Shantung was undoubtedly 
guarded. A cruiser’s search-light struck the launch, held 
It a moment, left it. It described a broad curve and came 
on the steamer from the stem, veering slightly to star- 
board, as though It were about to be headed towards the 
neighbonng ship. All the men wore sailors’ waterproofs, 
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with the hoods thrown back. By order of the port com- 
mission the gangways of all the ships were down, K^tov 
looked at the one on the Shantung through his spy-glass 
hidden by his waterproof it swung four feet from the 
water, barely lighted by three electric bulbs. If the cap- 
tain were to ask for the money, which they did not have, 
before authorizing them to go aboard, the men were to 
jump from the launch one by one, it would be difficult 
to hold It fast under the gangway. Everything would 
therefore depend on that httle obhque bridge. If they 
tried to raise it, from the ship, he could &e on those who 
worked the ropes there was nothing to give protection 
under the tackles. But the men on board would prepare 
to defend themselves. The launch veered ninety de- 
grees, made for the Shantung The current, which was 
strong at this hour, caught it on the beam, the steamer, 
very tall now (they were directly beneath it), seemed 
to move off at full speed in the mght, like a phantom 
ship. The engmeer put the launch at full speed: the Shan~ 
tung seemed to slow down, become motionless, recede 
They were approachmg the gangway. Katov took hold 
of It as they passed, jerkmg himself up, he found him- 
self on the steps. 

“The document?” asked the man at the cargo-port. 

Katov presented it. The man passed it on, remamed at 
his post, revolver in hand. This meant that the captam 
would have to recognize his own document, it was prob- 
able that he would, smce he had done so when Clappique 
had presented it. Still . . . Below the cargo-port the 
dark launch rose and fell. 

The messenger returned. “You may come up.” Katov 
did not move; one of his men, who wore lieutenant’s 
stnpes (the only one who spoke English), left the 
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launch, went up and followed the sailor acting as mes- 
senger, who led him to the captam. 

The latter, a crop-haired Norwegian with blotched 
cheeks, was waitmg for him in his cabin, behmd his 
desk. The messenger went out. 

“We’ve come to take dehvery of the arms,” said the 
heutenant m English. 

The captam looked at him without answenng, stupe- 
fied The generals had always paid for the arms; up to 
the time Tang Yen Ta, the go-between, had been sent, 
fhe sales had been negotiated secretly by the attach^ of 
the consulate. If the generals no longer kept their agree 
ments with the clandestme importers, who would sup- 
ply them? But, smce he had to deal only with the Shang- 
hai government, he could try to save his firearms. 

“Well' Here is the key ” 

He fumbled m the inside pocket of his coat, calmly, 
then with a quick move pulled out his revolver— at a 
level with the heutenant’s chest, from whom he was 
separated only by the table. At the same moment, he 
heard behind him “Hands up' ” Katov, through the poit- 
hole opemng on the upper deck, had him covered. The 
captam was now completely bewildered, for this fellow 
was a white man but for the moment it was no use m- 
sisting The cases of arms were not worth his hfe. “A 
trip to be checked up to profit and loss ” He would see 
what he could attempt with his crew He put down his 
revolver, which the lieutenant seized. 

Katov entered and searched him he had no other 
weapon. 

“Abs’lutely no use havmg so many revolvers on board 
and only carrying one on you,” he said in English. Six 
of his men entered behmd him, one by one, in silence. 
Katov’s heavy gait, robust air, upturned nose, his light 
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blond hair were those of a Russian. Scotch? But that 
accent. . . . 

“You’re not from the government, are you?” 

“Mmd y’r business.” 

The second officer was bemg brought in, duly tied 
hand and foot, caught m his sleep The men bound the 
captam. Two of them stayed to guard him. The others 
went below with Katov. The men of the crew belong- 
mg to the Party showed them where the arms were hid- 
den, the sole precaution of the Macao importers had 
been to write ^^Unmounted Pieces” on the cases. The un- 
loading began. The gangway havmg been lowered, this 
was easy, for the cases were small. When the last case 
was in the launch, Katov went out and destroyed the 
wireless apparatus, then went back into the captam’s 
cabm. 

“If you’re in too much of a hurry to land I warn yow 
you’ll be abs’lutely shot down at the first turn of the 
street. Good evening.” 

Sheer bravado, but the ropes digging into the arms tdf 
the pnsoners gave it some force. 

The revolutionaries, accompanied by the two men of 
the crew who had gmded them, returned to the launch 
it fell away from the gangway and sped straight towards 
the wharf. Tossed about by the swell the men, tri- 
umphant but anxious, changed costumes: until they 
reached shore, nothmg was certam. 

There a stake truck was waitmg for them, Kyo sittmg 
beside the driver. 

“Well?” 

“Nothing. An affair for b’ginners.” 

The cases were transferred, and the truck drove off, 
carrjnng Kyo, Katov and four men, one of whom had 
kept his uniform. The others dispersed. 
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It rolled through the streets of the Chinese city with a 
tumble that was drowned at each bump by a rattle of 
tm: the stakes were hned with gasoline cans. They 
stopped at every important cVon: shop, cellar, apart- 
ment. A case was taken down; stuck on the side, a ci- 
phered note made by Kyo mdicated the distnbution of 
die arms, some of wtuch were to be passed on to the sec- 
ondary combat organizations. The truck would stop 
barely five mmutes at each post for it had to call at more 
than twenty posts. 

They had only treason to fear the noisy truck, driven 
by a man m governmental uniform, aroused no suspi- 
fion. They met a patrol. “I’ve become the milk-man 
makmg his round,” thought Kyo. 

Day was dawnmg. 



Part Two 




Eleven o’clock in the morning 

HINGS are going badly,” thought Ferral 
His car— the only Votsin in Shanghai, for the President 
of the French Chamber of Commerce could not use an 
Ameiican model— was speedmg along the quay. To the 
nght, under the vertical banners covered with charac- 
ters tvoelve-hour voorking day’’ “No more employ- 
ment of children under eight” thousands of spmning* 
mill workers were standmg, squatting, lying on the side- 
walk m tense disorder. The car passed a group ot women 
who were raUied round a haamti— “Right to sit down for 
women-workers.” The arsenal itself was empty, the 
metal workers were on strike. To the left, thousands of 
sailors in blue rags, without banners, crouched aloi^ the 
stream, waiting. On the quay-side, the crowd of dem- 
onstrators fiUed the side-streets as far as the eye could 
reach, on the river-side they clung to the landn^-stages, 
concealmg the edge of the water. 

The car left the quay, swung into the Avenue of the 
Two Republics. And now it could advance only wit! 
diflSculty, caught m the seethmg movement of the Chi- 
nese crowd which was bursting from all the streets to- 
wards the refuge of the French concession. As one race- 
horse outdistances another, head, neck, shoulders, the 
crowd was “closmg m” on the car, slowly, steadily. 
Wheelbarrows with babies’ heads sacking out betwe® 
bqwls, Peking carts, rickshaws, small hairy horsK, hand- 
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carts, trucks loaded with sixty-odd people, monstrous 
mattresses piled with a whole household of furniture, 
bristlmg with table-legs, giants with cages of blackbirds 
dan gling from the end of their arms which were stretched 
out to protect tmy women with a htter of children on 
their backs. . . . The chauffeur was at last able to turn, 
to get mto streets that were still obstructed but where 
the dm of the horn sent the crowd scurrymg a few 
meters ahead of the car. It arnved at the vast headquar- 
ters of the French pohce. 

Ferral climbed the stairs almost at a run. 

In spite of his slicked-back hair, his informal tweed 
;uit, and his gray silk shirt, his face preserved somethmg 
s>i 1900, of his youth. He smiled at people “who disguise 
themselves as captams of industry,” which permitted 
him to disguise himself as a diplomat he had relmqmshed 
only the monocle. His droopmg, almost gray mustache, 
which seemed to prolong the saggmg line of his mouth, 
gave his profile an expression of refined brutality; its. 
strength was m the combmation of his aquihne nose and 
his juttmg chm, badly shaved this mormng the water- 
service employees were on strike, and the limy water 
brought by the coolies gave the soap a poor lather. He 
disappeared in the midst of the bows that greeted him. 

At the far end of the office of Martial, the chief of 
police, a Chinese secret agent— a patemal-lookmg Her- 
cules— was askmg: 

“Is that all. Chief?” 

“Also, get busy disorganizing the syndicates,” answered 
Martial, whose back was turned “And what’s more, 
you’ll have to snap mto it. The work’s been rotten. You 
deserve to be fired half your men can’t be trusted out of 
sight' I’m not paymg you to hire quarter-revolutionaries 
who don’t dare to come out in the open and say what 
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they are thejpoKce is not a factory for furnishing alibis 
Fire all agents who traffic with the Kuomiiitang, and 
don’t let me have to tell you agam And try to under- 
stand, instead of looking at me like an idiot' A mce mess 
It would be if I didn’t know my men better tlian you 
know yours'” 

“Sir . . 

“That’s that. Settled. Classified Get the hell out of 
here. How do you do, Monsieur Ferrali*” 

He turned round a military face large, regular and 
impersonal features, less revealmg than his shoulders. 

“Hello, Martial. Well?” 

“To keep the railroad the government is obliged to 
take away thousands of men from other duties. You 
can’t hold out agamst a whole country, unless you have 
a police hke ours at your disposal. The only thmg the 
government can count on is the armored tram, with its 
White officers. That’s serious” 

“A mmority still implies a majority of imbeciles. Well, 
anyway . . 

“Everything depends on the front. Here they’re going 
to try to revolt It’s gomg to be hot for them, maybe, 
for they’re scarcely armed.” 

Ferral could only listen and wait, which he thoroughly 
detested The parleys held by the chiefs of the Anglo- 
Saxon and Japanese groups, himself, certain consulates, 
with the go-betweens who filled all the big hotels of the 
concessions to overflowing, still remained frmtless This 
afternoon, perhaps . . . 

Once Shanghai was in the hands of the revolutionary 
army, the Kuommtang would at last have to choose be- 
tween democracy and Commumsm. Democracies are al- 
ways good customers. And a company can make profits 
without depending on treaties. On the other hand, if the 
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city became sovietized, the Franco-Asiatic Consortium— 
and with it all the French trade m Shanghai— would 
crumble away, Ferral was of the opmion that the powers 
would abandon their nationals, as England had done at 
Hankow. His immediate objective was to prevent the 
f-aking of the city before the arrival of the army, to make 
It impossible for the Commumsts to do anything alone. 

“How many troops, Martial, m addition to the ar- 
mored train?” 

“Two thousand police and a brigade of infantry. 
Monsieur Ferral.” 

“And how many revolutionaries who can do some- 
thing besides talk?” 

“A few hundred at the most, who are armed. ... As 
for the others, they’re not worth considermg As there’s 
no mihtary service here, they don’t know how to use a 
gun, don’t forget. In February there were two or three 
thousand of those fellows, if you count the Commu- 
nists. . . . They’re no doubt a httle more numerous 
now.” 

But m February the government army had not been 
destroyed. 

“How many will follov'" them?” Martial went on. 
“But you see. Monsieur Ferral, all that doesn’t get us 
very far. One would have to know the psychology of 
the chiefs. ... I know that of the men pretty well. 
The Chinaman, you see . . .” 

Ferral was looking at him with an expression he had 
seen before— on rare occasions— and which was enough 
to silence him- an expression less of contempt, of irrita- 
tion, than of appraisal. Ferral did not say, in his cutting 
and somewhat mechanical voice; “Is this going to last 
much longer?” But he expressed it. He could not bear to 
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fiave Martial pass off information obtained from bJi 
agents as the fruit of his own perspicacity. 

If Martial had dared he would have answered “What 
difference does it make to you^‘” He was dominated by 
Ferral, and his relations with him had been estabhshed 
through orders to which he could only submit. Even as 
a man he felt him to be superior to himself, but he could 
not endure his insolent indifference, his way of reducing 
him to the status of a mechanism, of ignormg him when- 
ever he wanted to speak as an mdmdual and not merely 
as a transmitter of information Members of Parliament 
on missions had told him about Ferral’s effectiveness at 
the Chamber Committees, before his fall. In the sessions 
he made such use of the quahties that gave his speeches 
their clearness and their force that his colleagues de- 
tested him more and more every year he had a umque 
talent for ignoring their existence. Whereas a Jaur^, a 
Bnand, conferred upon them a personal life which, to be 
sure, they often did not possess, giving the illusion of 
appeahng to each one mdividually, of wishmg to con- 
vince them, of involvmg them in a comphcity m which a 
common experience of life and men umted them— Ferral, 
on the contrary, erected a structure of impersonal facts, 
and would conclude with “In view of these conditions, - 
gentiemen, it would thus obviously be absurd. . . He 
got his way by force or by money. He had not changed. 
Martial observed. 

“And what about Hankow^” asked Ferral. 

“We had reports last night. There are 220,000 unem- 
ployed there, enough to make a new Red army. , . 

For weeks goods from three of the compames con-. 
trolled by Ferral had been rotting on the sumptuoni 
quays: the coohes refused to transport anythmg. 

%7 



“What news of the relations between the Communists 
and Chiang Kai-shek^*” 

“Here’s his last speech,” answered Martial “For my 
part, you know, I don’t believe much m speeches. . . 

“I beheve in them In these at least It doesn’t mattet.” 

The telephone bell Martial took the receiver. 

“It’s for you. Monsieur Ferral.” 

Ferral sat down on the table. 

“HeUo? Yes ” 

• • « 

“He’s holding out a club to hit you with He is hostile 
to intervention, that’s obvious. It’s only a question of 
deciding whether it’s better to attack him as a pederast 
or accuse him of bemg bought. That’s all ” 

U 99 

• % • 

“It bemg perfectly understood that he is neither. 
Moreover, I don’t hke to have one of my collaborators 
beheve me capable of attacking a man for a sexual devia- 
non which he might really have Do you take me for a 
moralist!’ Good-by” 

Martial did not dare to question him. That Ferral did 
not keep him posted on his plans, did not tell him what 
he expected about his secret conferences with the most 
active members of the International Chamber of Com- 
merce, with the heads of the great associations of Chi- 
nese merchants, appeared to him both insultmg and 
short-sighted On the other hand, if it is annoymg for a 
Chief of Police not to know what he is domg, it is even 
more annoymg to lose his post Now Ferral, bom in the 
Repubhc as in the bosom of a family, his memory full 
of kindly faces of old gentlemen-Renan, Berthelot, Vic- 
tor Hugo— the son of a great counselor-at-law, an agrSgS 
in lustory at twenty-seven, at twenty-nine the editor of 
the first collective history of France, a deputy at a very 
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early age (favored by the epoch that had made Poincar^ 
and Barthou ministers before forty), and now President 
of the Franco-Asiatic Consortium— Ferral, in spite of his 
political' downfall, possessed in Shanghai a power and a 
prestige at least equal to those of the French Consul-Gen- 
eral with whom, moreover, he was on friendly terms 
The Chief was therefore respectfully cordial. He handed 
him the speech 

“/ have spent eighteen million dollars in all, and taketk 
SIX provinces, in five months. Let the malcontents look 
for another general-in-chief, if they wish, who spends 
as little and accomplishes as much as I ...” 

“Obviously the money question would be settled by 
the taking of Shanghai,” said Ferral. “The customr- 
would give him seven milhon dollars a month, just about 
what IS needed to make up the army deficit. . . .” 

“Yes. But they say that Moscow has given the politi- 
cal commissars orders to have their own troops beaten 
before Shanghai. In that case the insurrection here might 
end badly. . . .” 

“Why those orders?” 

“So that Chiang Kai-shek would be beaten, to destroy 
his prestige, and to replace him by a Communist general 
to whom the honor of takmg Shanghai would then go 
It’s almost certain that the campaign against Shanghai 
has been undertaken without the assent of the Central 
Comimttee of Hankow. The same informers claim that 
the Red staff is protestmg against this pohey . . .” 

Ferral was mterested, though sk^tical. He contmued 
to read the speech: 

“Deserted by a considerable number of its members, 
the Central Executive Committee of Hankow neverthe- 
less is determined to remain the supreme amhonty of the 
Kuomintang 'Party. ... I know that Sun Vat-sen ad' 
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mitted the Commmtsts <o moaltmes of the Varty I have 
done nothing against them, and 1 have often admired 
their energy But now, instead of being content to re- 
main auxilianes, they set themselves up as masters and 
violently and insolently aspire to govern the Tarty. I 
warn them that I shall oppose these excessive preten- 
tsions, which go beyond what was stipulated at the time 
of their admission . . 

It was becoming possible to employ Chiang Kai-shek. 
The present government signified nothmg, except by its 
Strength (which it lost by the defeat of its army) and by 
the fear which the Communists of the revolutionary 
army inspired m the bourgeoisie Very few people had 
any mterest m its maintenance. Behmd Chiang there was 
a viaorious army, and the whole Chmese petty bour- 
geoisie. 

“Nothmg else!’” he asked aloud. 

“Nothmg, Monsieur FerraL” 

“Thank you.” 

He went down the stairs, met half-way down an au- 
faum-haired Mmerva in a tailored sport-smt, with superb 
immobile features. She was a Russian from the Caucasus 
who was reputed to be Martial’s occasional mistress ‘Td 
hke to see the expression on your face when you’re mak- 
ing love,” he thought. 

“Pardon me, Madam.” 

He passed her with a bow, climbed into his car which 
began to be swallowed up m the crowd, against the cur- 
rent this time. The hom shrieked in vain, powerless 
against the force of the exodus, against the seething 
thousands which invasions stir before them. Petty mer- 
chants with their two trays dangling like scales from 
beams that caught and swung wildly, carts, barrows 

worthy of the T’angemperora, invalids, cages. . . . Fcr- 
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ral was advancing in the opposite direction to all those 
eyes which fear caused to look inward if his checkered 
Ide was to be destroyed, let it be in this uproar, amid 
this frantic despair that came beating against the win- 
dows of his car' Just as he would have meditated upon 
the meamng of his life had he been wounded, so now 
that his enterprises were menaced he was meditatmg 
upon them. He reahzed, moreover, where he was vulner- 
able. He had had too httle choice in this combat, he 
had been obliged to undertake his Chmese affairs to give 
new outlets to his production m Indo-Chma. He was 
playing a waitmg game here he was aimmg at France. 
And he could not wait much longer. 

His greatest weakness lay in the absence of a State. 
The development of such vast affairs was inseparable 
from governments. Smce his youth he had always 
worked for them while still m Parliament he had been 
president of the Society of Electncal Energy and Ap- 
phances, w'hich manufactured the electncal equipment 
of the French State, he had next organized the recon- 
struction of the port of Buenos Ayres. Possessing the 
kmd of arrogant integnty which refuses commissions 
and accepts orders, he had looked to the French posses- 
sions m Asia for the money he needed after his fall for 
he did not intend to play the same game again, he was 
going to change the rules. In a position to utilize his 
brother’s personal standmg, which was supenor to his 
ofBce as director of the Momement GSneral des Fonds^ 
Ferral— who had remamed at the head of one of the pow- 
erful French financial groups— succeeded in gettmg the 
General Government of Indo-China to undertake a pro- 

^ A d'epaxtment m tiic Muustij!^ of Finance charged with the 
tributxon of State funds. 



gram of public works involving an expenditure of four 
hundred million francs. (Even his enenues were not 
averse to furiushing him means of gettmg out of 
France ) The Repubhc could not refuse the brother of 
one of her highest officials the management of this civ- 
ib7.in g program, it was a great success, and caused sur- 
prise m this country in which even big financial ven- 
tures are carried on haphazardly. 

* Ferral knew how to act A good deed is never lost: 
the group passed on to the industrialization of Indo- 
Chma Little by httle there appeared two credit estab- 
hshments (land secunties and agncultural loans), four 
agricultural development associations— rubber, cotton, 
and sugar plantations and tropical cultures— controlling 
the immediate conversion of these raw materials mto 
manufactured products, three mining associations coal, 
phosphates, gold, and a subsidiary salt-mming enterpnsej 
five industrial firms light and energy, electricity, glass, 
^aper, printmg, three transport compames barges, tug- 
boats, street cars At the center, the Public Works Cor- 
poranon— queen of this vast orgamzation of effort, ha- 
tred and paper, mother or midwife of almost all the sister 
societies engaged m hving by profitable mcests— was 
able to obtain the contract for the construction of the 
Central Annam railroad, whose tracks (who would have 
thought It?) passed through the greater part of the con- 
cessions of the Ferral group “Things aren’t going sc 
badly,” the vice-president of the administration council 
would say to Ferral, who said nothmg, busy p iling up 
his milhons in steps on which he could climb to a posi- 
tion that would put Paris within his reach. 

Even with the project for a new Chinese Company in 
each pocket, he thought only of Pans It was his dream 
to return to France rich enough to buy the agence 
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Havas * or to negotiate with it, to get back into the po- 
htical game and, having cautiously reached the cabmet, 
to pit the combmed forces of the cabmet and a bought 
pubhc opimon against the Parhament. There lay the 
power. But today his dreams were out of the question 
the rapid growth of his Indo-Chmese enterprises had m- 
volved the entire Ferral group m the commercial pene- 
tration of the Yangtze basm, Chiang Kai-shek was 
marching on Shanghai with the revolutionary army, the 
crowd, more and more dense, was pressmg against his 
doors. There was not a smgle company owned or con- 
trolled m Ctuna by the Franco- Asiatic Consortium which 
was not affected those for naval constructions, at Hong 
Kong, by the msecurity of navigation, all the others— 
pubhc works, constructions, electricity, msurance, banks 
—by war and the Corrununist menace. What they im- 
ported remamed in their warehouses m Hong Kong or 
Shanghai, what they exported, m the^r Hankow ware- 
houses, sometimes on the wharves. 

The car stopped. The silence— Chinese crowds are 
usually among the noisiest— seemed to forbode the end 
of the world A cannon-shot. The revolutionary army, 
so near? No it v;as the noon-day cannon. The crowd 
scattered the car did not move. Ferral seized the speak- 
ing-tube. No answejt the chauffeur, the valet were gone. 

He remained motionless— stupefied— in the motionless 
car which the croivd circled clumsily. The nearest shop- 
keeper came out, carrying on his ohoulder an enormous 
shutter, he turned round, nearly smashed one of the 
glass panes of the car: he was dosing his shop. To the 
nght, to the left, ahead of him, other shopkeepers, other 
artisans came out, with shutters covered with characters 
on their shoulders. The general stnke was beginning. 

iThe leading French news-gathering and pubhcity sjmdicate. 
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This time it was not the Hong Kong strike, slowly set 
under way, epic, dismal it was an army maneuver. As 
far as his eye could reach there was not a shop remainmg 
open. He must leave as qmckly as possible, he got out, 
c^ed a rickshaw. The coohe did not answer him. he was 
running at top speed for shelter, almost alone on the 
street, now, with the abandoned car the crowd had just 
surged back towards the sidewalks “They’re afraid of 
the machine-guns,” thought Ferral. The children, no 
longer playmg, were scurrymg between legs, through 
the swamung agitation of the sidewalks. A silence full of 
lives at once remote and very near, like that of a forest 
saturated with insects, the siren of a cruiser rose, then 
became lost. Ferral walked towards his house as fast as 
he could, hands in pockets, shoulders and chin thrust 
forward. Two sirens took up m unison, an octave bgher, 
the cry of the one ihat had just died down, as if some 
enormous creature, enveloped in this silence, were thus 
announcing its commg The entire city was on guard. 


One o’clock in the afternoon 

‘Tive minutes to,” said Ch’en. 

The men of his group were waitmg They were all 
spinmng-miU workers, clad m blue denim, he wore their 
garb. All of them shaved, all lean, aU vigorous before 
Ch’en, death had made its selection. Two were holding 
rifles under one arm, the barrels towards the ground. 
Seven earned revolvers from the Shantung; one, a gre- 
nade; a few others had some hidden in their pockets. 
About thirty held kmves, clubs, bayonets; eight or ten, 
without weapons, were crouched beside piles of rags, 
kerosene cans, rolls of wire. An adolescent was examin- 
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ing large broad-headed tacks which he pulled out ot a 
sack as though they were seeds “Surely longer than 
horse-shoes. ...” A Court of Miracles,^ but composed 
of men umted by a bond of hatred and decision 
He was not one of them In spite of the murder, in 
spite of his presence If he were to die today, he would 
die alone For them everything was simple, they were 

f omg forth to conquer their bread and their dignity, 
or hrni ... he did not even know how to speak to 
them, except of then pain and of then common battle 
At least he knew that the strongest of bonds is battle. 
Aad the battle was here. 

They got up, sacks on then backs, cans m then hands, 
’fvire under then arms It was not yet raining, the gloom 
of this empty street which a dog crossed in two leaps, 
as if some instinct had warned him of what was impend- 
mg, was as deep as the sdence. Five shots went off m a 
nearby street three together, another, still another. “It’s 
startmg,” said Ch’en The silence returned, but it no 
longer seemed to be the same. Suddenly it was filled by 
the clatter of horses' hoofs, hurried, commg nearer and 
nearer. And, like the vertical laceration of lightning af- 
ter a prolonged thunder, while they still saw nothmg, a 
tumult suddenly filled the street, composed of mingled 
cries, shots, furious whinnyings, the falhng of bodies; 
then, as the subsidmg clamor was heavily chokmg under 
the mdestructible silence, there rose a cry as of a dog 
howling lugubriously, cut short, a man with his throat 
slashed. 

At a run they quickly reached a more important 
street. All the shops were closed. On the ground, three 

lA flatter of old Pans, between the me R^mnur and rue dtt 
Cake; it served as a retreat for beggars, vagabonds and ondaws 
Med the capital in the Middle Age®, 
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bocQes, above, streaked with telegraph wires, the restless 
sky darkened by clouds of black smoke, at the end of the 
street, some twenty horsemen (there was very little cav- 
alry at Shanghai) were turmng hesitantly, not seeing the 
insurgents Hinging to the wall with their mstruments, 
their glance fixed on the hesitant movements of the 
horses Ch’en could not think of attackmg them his men 
were too poorly armed. The insurgents turned to the 
right, finally reached a police station the sentinels, with- 
out a word, followed Ch’en in. 

The pohcemen were playmg cards Their guns and 
Mausers were in the rack. The non-commissioned officer 
m command opened a window, shouted into a dark 
court. 

“All you who hear me are witness to the violence 
which IS bemg done us. You see that we are obhged to 
yield to force' ” 

He was going to shut the window again; Ch’en held it 
open, looked no one m the court But appearances had 
been saved, and the theatrical gesture had been made at 
the nght moment. Ch’en knew his compatriots since 
this fellow was “playmg the part,” he would not act. 
He distributed the arms among his men. The rioters left, 
all armed this time- useless to occupy the small disarmed 
pohce-stations. The pohcemen hesitated. Three got up 
and wanted to follow them. (Perhaps there would be 
plunder . . . ) Ch’en had difficulty m gettmg rid of 
them. The others picked up the cards and went on play- 
ing. 

“If diey win,” said one, “perhaps we’ll get paid this 
month!*” 

“Perhaps,” answered the non-commissioned officer. 
He dealt the cards. 
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“But if they’re beateu, perhaps we’ll be accused of 
treason.” 

“What could we have done^ We yielded to force. We 
are all witnesses that we did not betray.” 

They were reflecting, their necks drawn in— cormo- 
rants crushed by thought. 

“We are not responsible,” said one. 

AU approved. They got up nevertheless and went to 
continue their game m a neighbormg shop, the pro* 
pnetor not daring to put them out. Only a pile of uni- 
forms remamed m the center of the station. 

Elated and wary, Ch’en, followed by his men, was 
walkmg towards one of the central posts “All is well,” 
he was thmkmg, “but those men are almost as poor as 
we . . .” The White Russians and the soldiers of the 
armored tram would certainly fight The oflScers too. 
Distant explosions, muflled as though the low sky had 
weakened them, were beatmg the air near the center of 
the city. 

At a street-crossing, the troop— all the men armed 
now, even those carrymg the cans— hesitated a moment, 
looked about From the cruisers and the steamships un- 
able to discharge their cargoes rose the obhque masses 
of smoke which the heavy wmd scattered in the direc- 
tion of the msurgents’ path, as if the sky were partici- 
patmg m the msurrection. The next station was an old 
red brick buildmg, two stones high, there were two sen- 
tinels, one on each side of the door, bayonets fixed to 
then: rifles. Ch’en knew that the special police had beet 
on the alert for three days, and that their men were 
worn out by the umnterrupted vigil. There were of- 
ficers here, some fifty Mauserists of the police— well 
paid— and ten soldiers. To live, to hve at least through 
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me next week' Ch’en had stopped at the corner of the 
street The arms were no doubt in the racks on the 
ground-floor, m the right-hand room, the guard-room, 
which led to the office of an officer, Ch’en and two of 
his men had gone in there several times durmg the week. 
He chose ten men without guns, made them hide the re- 
\iolvers in their blouses, and advanced with them Once 
beyond the corner, the sentinels watched them approach. 
As they were suspicious of everyone, they had ceased to 
be suspicious of anyone in particular, workers’ delega- 
tions often came to parley with the officer, usually to 
bring him tips, an operation which required many guar- 
antees and persons 

“To see Lieutenant Sm T’un,” said Ch’en. 

While eight men were passmg, the two last, as if 
pushed in the slight shuffle, slipped between the sentinels 
and the wall. By the time the fost ones were in the hall, 
the sentinels felt the muzzles of revolvers in their sides. 
They let themselves be disarmed they were better paid 
than their wretched fellow-policemen, but not suffi- 
ciently to nsk their lives. Four of Ch’en’s men who had 
not jomed the first group and who seemed to be passmg 
in the street, led them away along the wall Nothing had 
been visible from the wmdows. 

From the hall Ch’en could see the racks filled with 
rifles. In the guard-room there were only six policemen 
armed with automatics, and those weapons were on theit 
belts, in closed holsters. He threw himself m front of 
-he racks, revolver held out. 

If the police had been resolute, the attack would have 
failed. In spite of his detailed acquamtance with the 
places where he was to operate, Ch’en had not had time 
to designate to each of his men the one he wk to cover 
with his gun; one or two of the pohce could have fihed. 
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But all put up their hands They were uninediately dis- 
armed. A new group of Ch’en’s men entered. A new dis- 
tribution of arms began. 

‘"At this moment,” Ch’en was thinkmg, “two hundred 
groups in the city are doing what we are domg. If they 
all have as good luck . . .” Hardly had he taken the 
third gun when he heard the sound of a headlong dash 
conung from the stairway someone was running up the 
stairs. He went out. The moment he passed the doorway 
a shot was fired from the floor above Nothmg more at 
the head of the stairs One of the officers, upon commg 
down, had seen the insurgents, fired, and immediately 
regamed the second story. 

The fighting was about to begm. 

A door, m the center of the second-story landmg, 
commanded the stairway. Send a spokesman, Asiatic- 
fashion!’ Ch’en hated all the Chmese good sense which 
he recognized m himself. Attempt to take the stairs by 
force?— as well commit suicide the pohce no doubt had 
a supply of hand-grenades. The mstructions of the mih - 
tary committee, transmitted by Kyo to all the groups, 
were to set fire m case of partial failure, to take position 
in the adjoimng bmldmgs, and to call the special squads 
for help. There was nothmg else to do. 

“Set fire'” 

The men with the cans tried to pour out the oil m 
splashes like water out of a bucket, but the narrow open- 
mgs only squirted derisive httle jets. They were obhged 
to pour It slowly, on the furmture, along the walls Ch’en 
looked through the wmdow opposite, closed shops, nar- 
row wmdows commanding the exit from the statlon^ 
above, the rotten curled-up roofs of Chmese houses, and 
the mfimte calm of the gray sky now no longer streaked 
with smoke, of the mtunate low sky on die empty street 
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All fighting was absurd, nothing existed in the face of 
life, he caught himself just in time to see panes and 
wmdow-frames tumble down, in a crystalhne crash min- 
gled with the sound of a volley of gunfire they were 
bemg fired on from outside 

A second volley They were now— in the room satu- 
rated with oil— between the pohce, who were on the 
alert and masters of the upper story, and the new assail- 
ants whom they could not see. All Ch’en’s men were fiat 
on their beUies, the prisoners bound m one comer. If a 
grenade exploded they would be consumed m flames. 
One of the prostrate men grunted, pomting with his 
finger a skirmisher on a roof, and to the extreme left of 
the wmdow, gliding mto the field of vision, other irregu- 
lars were cautiously advancmg, one shoulder held back. 
They were insurgents, their own men. 

The idiots fire before sending out scouts, thought 
Ch’en. He had the blue flag of the Kuomintang in his 
pocket. He pulled it out, rushed out mto the hall. The 
moment he was crossmg the threshold he received a vio- 
lent muffled blow m the back, while at the same time a 
formidable crash seemed to go right through him. He 
threw back his arms wildly, to get his balance, and found 
himself on the floor, half stunned. Not a sound, then, a 
metal object fell, and at the same time loud groans fol- 
lowed the smoke mto the hall. He got up agam he was 
not wounded He half shut the door opened by the m- 
comprehensible explosion, held out his flag, with his left 
hand, through the open space. A bullet in his hand 
would not have surprised him. But no, there were shouts 
of joy. The smoke which was slowly pourmg through 
the wmdow prevented him from seemg the insurgents 
on the left, but those on the right were calling to him. 

A second explosion almost knocked him down again. 
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From the windows of the second story the besieged 
policemen were throwmg hand-grenades. (How could 
they open the windows without bemg fired on from the 
street?) The first, the one that had thrown him down, 
had exploded m front of the house, and the fragments 
had flown in through the open doorway and the shat- 
tered wmdow, as if It had exploded in the guard-room 
itself, terrified by the explosion, those of his men who 
had not been killed had jumped out, madequately 
shielded by the smoke. Under the fire of the pohcemen 
at the wmdows, two had fallen m the middle of the 
street, their knees doubled against their chests, like 
hunched-up rabbits, another, with his face m a pool of 
blood, seemed to be bleedmg from the nose. The irregu- 
lars had recognized their own men, but the gesture of 
those who were callmg Ch’en had been a signal to the 
officers that someone was commg out, and they had 
thrown their second grenade It had exploded in the 
street, to Ch’en’s left the wall had protected him 
From the hall, he exammed the guard-room The 
smoke was slowly curlmg down agam from the ceihng. 
There were bodies on the floor. Moans filled the room. 
In the comer, one of the prisoners, a leg tom off, was 
shnekmg “Stop firing'” His pantmg cries seemed to 
pierce holes in the smoke which continued its mdifferent 
curve above the suffering, like a visible fatality That 
man who was shrielong, with his leg torn off, could not 
remain with his hands tied behmd his back. Yet wouldn’t 
another grenade explode, at any moment? “It’s none of 
my busmess,” thought Ch’en, “he’s an enemy.” But with 
a hole of flesh at the end of his thigh instead of a leg, 
with his hands tightly bound, the feehng he experienced 
was much stronger than pity he himself was that man 
bound hand and foot. “If the grenade explodes outside, 
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m throw myself on the ground, if it rolls here, I’ll have 
to toss It outside right away One chance out of twenty 
of getting away W^hat in hell am I doing here^ What m 
hell am I domg here?” To be killed— that didn’t matter 
much What agonized him was the thought of bemg 
wounded m the stomach, yet this fear was less intoler- 
able than the sight of that bound and tortured creature, ' 
of human powerlessness m suffermg Unable to do other- 
wise, he went towards the man, his knife m his hand, to 
cut his cords Ttie prisoner thought he was coming to 
kill him, he wanted to shriek still louder his voice weak- 
ened, became a wheeze Saturated with horror, Ch’en 
touched him with his left hand which stuck to the clothes 
drenched with sacky blood, unable however to take his 
eyes off the shattered window through which the grenade 
might fall. At last he felt the cords, shpped the knife 
underneath, cut them. The man no longer screamed he 
had died or famted Ch’en, his eyes sail fixed on the 
jagged wmdow, returned to tlie hall. The change of 
smell surprised him, as though he had just begun to hear, 
he realized that the groans of the wounded had become 
shrieks in the room, the debris saturated with oil, set on 
fire by the grenades, was begmning to bum. 

No water. Before the insurgents could take the sta- 
aon the wounded (now the prisoners no longer counted* 
he could only thmk of his own) would be burned to 
ashes. . . . Out, out' First of all, think, and thereafter 
make the fewest possible moves. Although he was trem- 
bhng, his mmd fascmated by the idea of escape was not 
without lucidity* he had to go to the left, where a cov- 
ered porch would protect him. He opened the door with 
his nght hand, the left raised in a signal of silence. The 
enemy above cotfld not see him; the atatude of the in- 
surgents alone could have warned them. He felt the eyes 
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of all hiS men centered on this open door, on his squat 
figure, blue agamst the dark background of the hall He 
began to sidle to the left, his back brushmg the wall, 
a rms crossed, his revolver m his right hand. Advancmg 
step by step, he kept lookmg at the windows above him 
one was protected by an iron plate placed as a screen. In 
vam the insurgents &ed on the windows The grenades 
were bemg thrown over the screen “When they start 
throwmg agam I’ll see the grenade and FU surely see the 
arm,” thought Ch’en, still advancmg. “If I see it, I must 
catch It hke a package, and tlirow it again as far as pos- 
sible . ” He did not cease his crab-hke walk. “I 
won’t be able to throw it far enough if I’m not pro- 
tected I’ll get a handful of shot m the stomach. . . 

He was still advancing. The strong burnt smell, and the 
sudden absence of support behind him (he did not turn 
round) told him he was m front of the wmdow of the 
ground floor. “If I catch the grenade, I’U throw it into 
the guard-room before it explodes. With the thickness 
of the wall, by gettmg beyond the wmdow. I’m saved.” 
What did It matter that the guard-room was not empty, 
that the very man whose cords he had cut was there— 
and his own wounded? He did not see the insurgents, 
not even through the clearmgs m the smoke, for he could 
not take his eyes from the screen, but he could soil feel 
the eyes trymg to see him. m spite of the firmg directed 
at the windows, which handicapped the ofiicers, he was 
amazed that they did not understand that somethmg was 
going on It suddenly occurred to him that they had 
only a small supply of grenades and that they looked be- 
fore throwmg them, immediately, as though the idea 
were bom of some shadow, a head appeared under the 
screen— hidden to the insurgents, but not to him. Franti- 
cally, abandonmg his tight-rope walker’s posture, ke 



fired with an. instantaneous aim, bounded ahead, reached 
the porch A volley went off from the windows, a gre- 
nade exploded at the spot he had just left the officer, 
whom he had missed when he fired, had hesitated before 
passmg his hand holding the grenade under the screen, 
fearmg a second shot Ch’en had received a blow m the 
left arm nothing but air-pressure from one of the ex- 
plosions But the wound he had inflicted on himself with 
the dagger, before kiUmg Tang Yen Ta, was sensitive 
and was bleeding agam, though it did not hurt Makmg 
the bandage tighter with a handkerchief, he jomed the 
insurgents by way of the courts 
Those who were directmg the attack were assembled 
in a dark passage 

“You couldn’t send scouts, could you' ” 

The leader of the cVon, a tall shaved Chinaman, 
whose sleeves were too short, watched his approac hing 
shadow, slowly raised his eyelids, resigned 

“I had someone telephone,” was all he said Then 
added “Now we’re waitmg for an armored truck.” 
“How are the other sections gettmg along? ” 

“We’ve taken half the stations.” 

“Not more?” 

“That’s pretty good for a start.” 

All that distant gunfirmg came from their men who 
were convergmg towards the North Station. 

Ch’en was pantmg, as though he had just come out of 
the water mto a strong wind He leaned agamst the wall, 
the angle of which protected them all, getting back his 
wind by degrees, thmlang of the prisoner whose ropes 
he had cut. “I should have left the fellow alone Why 
did I go and cut the rope? It couldn’t make any differ- 
ence, ’ But he knew that he could not have done other- 
wise, that even now he would not react differently to 
T04 



that man with his leg cut off, helplessly struggling. Bc' 
cause of his wound, he thought of Tang Yen Ta. What 
a fool he had been all last mght, all this morning' Noth- 
mg was easier than to kiU. 

In the station, the debris was still burning, the 
wounded were still shrieking before the approachmg 
flames, them repeated, constant clamor reverberated m 
this low passage, rendered extraordmardy near by the 
remoteness of the detonations, of the sirens, of all the 
sounds of war lost m the dismal air. A distant metalhc 
rumble became audible, drew nearer, submerged those 
other sounds the truck was arrivmg It had been con- 
verted mto an armored truck overmght, very hastily, 
the plates were madequately jomed. The brakes were 
apphed, the clatter ceased, and the cries could be heard 
again 

Ch’en, who was the only one to have entered the sta- 
tion, explamed the situation to the chief of the rescue 
squad. He was a former Whampoa cadet, Ch’en would 
have preferred one of Katov’s groups to this squad of 
young bourgeois. If it was true that he did not succeed 
m feehng an absolute bond between himself and his men, 
even before those dead comrades huddled up m the mid- 
dle of the street, he knew that at all tunes he hated die 
Chmese bourgeoisie, the proletanat was at least the form 
of his hope. 

The ofScer knew his busmess “The truck’s no use,” 
he said, “it hasn’t even a top All they have to do is throw 
a grenade inside to blow up the whole busmess, but I’ve 
brought some grenades too ” Those of Ch’en’s men who 
carried them were in the guard-room— dead^*— and the 
second group had not been able to get hold of any. 

“Let’s try from above.” 

“Agreed,” said Ch’en. 
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The officer looked at him with imtation he had not 
asked for his opmion, but he said nothing Both of them 
—he, a soldier, m spite of his civilian clothes, with his 
bristling hair, his close-tiimmed mustache, his blouse 
gathered under his revolver-belt, and Ch’en, squat and 
blue— exammed the station To the right of the door the 
smoke from the flames which were crawlmg ever closer 
to die bodies of their wounded comrades issued forth 
with a mechanical regularity, like their cries, whose con- 
stancy would have seemed childish but for their agoiuz- 
mg tone. To the left, nothmg The windows of the sec- 
ond story were veiled m smoke From time to time an 
assailant still fired at one of the wmdows, and bits of 
wreckage sprmkled down to increase the dusty pile of 
plaster, sphnters, sticks, m which pieces of glass glis- 
tened in spite of the dull light Now the station was fir- 
ing only when one of the insurgents left his hidmg-piace 
“How are the other sections domg!>” Ch’en asked 
agam. 

“Almost all the stations have been taken. The maio 
station, by surprise, at one-thirty. We seized eight hun- 
dred guns there. We can already send reenforcements 
agamst those who resist- you’re the third squad we 
have helped. They are not gettmg any more reenforce- 
ments, we have already blocked the barracks, the South 
Station, the arsenal But we have to get through here- we 
need all the men we have for the attack. And there will 
still be the armored tram.” 

The idea of the two hundred groups engaged in the 
same activity as his own both exalted and disturbed 
Ch’en. In spite of the gunfirmg which the listless wmd 
brought from the entire city, violence gave him the sen- 
sation of sohtary activity, 

A man pulled a bicycle from inside the truck, and left 
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Ch’en recognized him as he was gettmg on Ma, one of 
the principal agitators He was going to make a report of 
the situation to the Military Committee. A typographer, 
who had devoted his whole life, smce the age of twelve, 
to creating Unions of prmtshop workers everywhere, 
with the hope of orgamzmg all Chmese typographers, 
tned, condemned to death, a fugitive, still orgamzmg. 
Shouts of joy the men had recognized him at the same 
moment as Ch’en, and were acclaimmg him. He looked 
at them. The world they were preparmg condemned 
him— Ch’en— as much as did that of their enenues What 
would he do in the factory of the future that lay hidden 
behmd their blue blouses^' 

The officer dismbuted grenades, and ten men went up 
along the roofs to take position on the station-roof They 
were gomg to give the pohce a dose of their own medi" 
cme, throw the explosives in through the wmdows. 
these commanded the street but not the roof, and only 
one was protected by a screen The msurgents advanced 
from roof to roof, elongated silhouettes agamst the sky. 
The station kept up a steady fire. As if the dying alone 
had divmed this approach, their cries suddenly changed, 
became moans. Now they could hardly be heard, they 
were the stifled cries of half-mutes. The silhouettes 
reached the ndge of the steep stanon-roof, slowly 
crawled down, it was harder for Ch’en to make them 
out now that they no longer stood out agamst the sky. 
A guttural shriek, hke that of a woman m the agony of 
childbirth, cut across the groans, which contmued like 
an echo, and then died away. 

Despite the general commotion the sudden cessation 
of cries gave the impression of a sinister silence had the 
flames reached the wounded^' Ch’en and the olficei 
looked at each other, shut their eyes in order to hear 
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better. £ach, upon reopening his eyes, met the sdent look 
of the other. 

One of the men, chngmg to an ornament of the cor- 
nice, raised his free arm over the street, threw his gre- 
nade towards the window of the second story just below 
him Too low it exploded on the sidewalk He threw a 
second one it landed in the room where the wounded 
were. Yells burst from the window that had been hit; 
no longer the same cries, but the piercu^ shrieks of men 
in the convulsions of death, the outbursts of inexhaustible 
suifenng The man threw his thud grenade and agam 
missed the wmdow. 

He was one of the men who had come m the truck. 
He had deftly thrown himself back, through fear of the 
explosion. He was bendmg over agam, his lifted arm 
hol ding a fourth grenade. Behmd him one of Ch’en’s 
men was crawhng down. The arm was never lowered 
he was suddenly swept off the roof, and a moment later 
a violent explosion resounded on the sidewalk, through 
the smoke, a splash of blood a yard wide appeared on 
the wall. The smoke lifted the wall was spattered with 
blood and shreds of flesh. The second insurgent, losing 
his hold and shdmg down the roof with his full weight, 
had knocked the first man off. Both had fallen on their 
own grenades, from which they had pulled the pins. 

From the other side of the roof, at the left, men of the 
two groups— Kuommtang bourgeois and Communist 
workers— were cautiously approachmg When the fall 
occurred they had halted now they were begmning 
agam to crawl dow. The February repression had been 
attended by too many tortures to ^ow the msurrection 
to fail through lack of resolute men. From the right, 
other men were approachmg. “Make a cham'” Ch’en 
shouted from below. Insurgents close to the station re- 
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peated the order The men held one another by the hand, 
the top one takmg a strong hold with his left arm on a 
sohd roof-omament. The throwing of the grenades was 
resumed. The besieged could not &e back. 

Withm five minutes, three grenades entered through 
two of the windows aimed at, another blew up the iron- 
plate screen Only the center one had not been hit 
“Now to the center one'” shouted the cadet Ch’en 
looked at him. For him commandmg was a sport, and 
he gave himself over to it with a joyous enthusiasm. He 
scarcely protected himself. He was brave, beyond a 
doubt, but he was not attached to his men Ch’en was at' 
tached to his, but not enough. 

Not enough. 

He left the cadet, crossed the street beyond the range 
of the police fire He climbed up on the roof The man 
who was holding on to the ndge was weakemng. Ch’en 
took his place Even there, with his wounded arm locked 
round the cement and plaster ornament, his right hand 
holdmg the hand of the first man on the cham, he did 
not escape his sohtude. The weight of three shding men 
was suspended from his arm, it passed through his chest 
like an iron bar. The grenades were bursting inside the 
station, which had ceased firmg “We are protected by 
the attic,” he thought to himself, “but not for long The 
roof will blow up ” In spite of the mtimacy of death, in 
spite of that fraternal weight which was pulhng him 
apart, he was not one of them. “Is even blood futile?” 

The cadet, down there, was lookmg at him without 
understandmg. One of the men who bad come up be- 
hmd Ch’en offered to take his place. 

“All nght. I’ll throw the grenades myself.” 

He passed him the cham of bodies In his stretched 
muscles rose a limitless despair. His hawk-like face with 
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its naiTow eyes was tense, absolutely motionless, with 
stupefaction he felt a tear roll down his nose. “Nervous- 
ness,” he thought He pulled a grenade from his pocket, 
began to descend by hookmg himself to the arms of the 
men for ming the cham But the chain was suspended 
from one of the ornaments which capped the roof at 
either end From there it was almost impossible to reach 
the center window. Reachmg the edge of the roof, Ch’en 
let go the arm of the grenade-thrower, clung to his leg, 
then to the eaves, swung over the edge and down by 
means of a dram-pipe though he was too far from the 
wmdow to reach it, he was near enough to throw. His 
comrades no longer stirred Above the ground-floor a 
projection gave him footing He was astonished that his 
wound hurt him so httle With his left hand holding on 
to one of the clamps which secured the dram-pipe, he 
gauged the weight of his first grenade “If it falls m the 
street, under me. I’m as good as dead ” He hurled it with 
as much force as his position permitted it entered, ex- 
ploded m the interior. 

Below, the shootmg began again. 

Through the station doorway which had remamed 
open, the policemen, driven from the last room, rushed 
out m a blind stampede, firmg at random. From the 
roofs, from the porches, from the wmdows, the insur- 
gents were shootmg them down. The bodies fell one 
after another, numerous near the doorway, then more 
and more scattered 

The firmg ceased. Ch’en climbed down, still clirigitig 
to his dram-pipe- he could not see his feet, and landed 
on a body. 

The cadet was entermg the station. He followed him, 
pullmg from his pocket the grenade which he had not 
thrown. At each step he became more acutely conscious 
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that the wails of the womided had ceased. In the guard- 
room, nothing but corpses. The wounded were clwred. 
On the second story, more dead, a few wounded. 

“And now, to the South Station,” said the officer. 
“Let’s take all the guns other groups will need them.” 

The arms were carried to the truck, when they had all 
beeir collected, the men hoisted themselves up on the 
machme, stood tightly packed, sat on the hood, clustered 
on the runnmg-boards, clung to the rear. Those who 
were unable to nde started off by way of the alley at a 
rapid pace. The great' abandoned splotch of blood on 
the wall seemed mexphcable in the deserted street; at 
the comer the truck, bristhng with men, with its accom- 
paniment of ratthng iron, vanished towards the South 
Station and the barracks. 

It was soon forced to stop the street was blocked 
by four dead horses, and three corpses, already dis- 
armed. They were those of the cavalry men Ch’en had 
seen at the begmning of the day the first armored cai 
had arrived m time. On the ground, broken wmdow- 
glass, but nothmg living except an old Chmaman with a 
beard like a pamt-brush, who was moanmg. He spoke 
distinctly as soon as Ch’en approached 

“It is a very unjust thing and very sad' Four! Four! 
Alas'” 

“Only three,” said Ch’en. 

“Four, alas'” 

Ch’en looked again; there were only three corpses— 
one on its side a5 though casually thrown there, two on 
their belhes— between the twa rows of houses, dead too, 
imder the heavy sky. 

“I’m talkmg about the horses,” said the old man, with 
contempt and fear: Ch’en was holding his revolver. 



“I was talking of the men. One of the horses belonged 
?o you?” 

No doubt they had been requisitioned that morning. 

“No. But I used to be a coachman. I know animals. 
Four killed' And for nothmg'” 

The driver of the truck stepped up 

“For nothmg?” 

“Let’s not waste tune,” said Ch’en. 

With the help of two men he dragged the horses to 
one side The truck went on. At the end of the street 
Ch’en, seated on one of the runmng-boards, looked back 
the old coachman was still among the corpses, moamng, 
no doubt, a black figure m the gray street. 


Five o'clock in the afternoon 

**‘The South Station has fallen ” 

Ferral hung up the receiver While he was keeping 
appomtments (the Intemaaonal Chamber of Commerce 
was hostile to all mtervention, but he controlled the 
greatest newspaper in Shanghai) the progress of the m- 
surrection was stnkmg him blow after blow. He had 
wanted to be alone at the telephone He came back into 
his studio, where Martial, who had just arrived, was ar- 
guing with Chiang Kai-shek’s envoy the latter had been 
unwiUmg to meet the Chief of Pohee either at police 
headquarters or at his home. Even before opening the 
door, Ferral overheard, m spite of the gun-fire 
“Now what do / represent here?— French inter- 
ests . . .” 

“But what support can I promise?” answered the 
Chinaman in a tone of nonchalant insistence. “The Con- 
sul-General himself tells me to await de-tads from you. 
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Because you tnow our cotmtry, and its people, very 
well.” 

The studio telephone rang 

“The Municipal Council has fallen,^' said MartiaL 

And, changing his tone 

“Fm not saying that I don’t have a certain psycho- 
logical understanding of this country, and, of men m 
general. Psychology and action, that’s my job, and on 
the basis . . .” 

“But if persons who are as dangerous to your country 
as they are to ours, dangerous to the peace of civiliza- 
ti-on, seek refuge, as they always do, m the concession^* 
The mtemati-onal pohce . . .” 

“That’s what he’s after,” thought Ferral, who was 
entermg. “He wants to know if Martial, m case of a 
breakmg-oif of relations, would allow the Communist 
leaders to find refuge with us ” 

“. . . have promised us their imquahfied goodwill 
. . . What wiU the French pohce do>” 

“We’U take care of it. But watch out for this no 
monkey-busmess with white women, except Russian 
ones. I have strict orders about that. But, as I told you- 
nothmg ofiicial. Nothmg official.” 

In the modem studio— on the walls, Picassos of the 
rose penod, and an erotic Fragonard sketch— the two 
men were standmg on either side of a very large Kuan 
Ym in black stone of the T’ang dynasty, bought on 
Qappique’s advice and which Gisors beheved to be false. 
The Chinaman, a young colonel with a curved nose, in 
civihan clothes, buttoned up to the neck, was looking 
at Martial and smilmg, his head bent back. 

“I thank you m the name of my party. . . . The 
Communists are very treacherous— they are betray-ii^ 
IK, their faithful allies. It was understood that we would 
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collaborate together, and that the soci-al questi-on would 
be put forward only when China was united And al- 
ready they are putting it forward They do not respect 
our contract. They do not want to bmld up China, but 
the Soviets The army’s dead did not die for the Soviets, 
but for Chma. The Communists are capable of anythmg. 
And that is why I must ask you, Monsieur le Directeur, 
if the French police would have any objecti-on to think- 
mg of the personal safety of the General ” 

It was clear that he had asked the same service of the 
mtemational pohce. 

“Gladly,” answered Martial. “Send the chief of your 
pohce to me. Is it still Konig^’” 

“Stdl. Tell me. Monsieur le Directeur. have you 
studied Roman history.?” 

“Naturally.” 

“At night-school,” thought Ferral. 

The telephone agam. Martial took the receiver. 

bridges have been taken,” he said as he put it 
back. “In a quarter of an hour the insurrection will be 
occupymg the city.” 

“My opmion,” the Chmaman went on as if he had not 
heard, “is that the Roman Empire was destroyed through 
moral corrupti-on Don’t you beheve that a techmcal 
organizati-on of prostituti-on, an occidental organiza- 
ti-on, hke that of the police, would make it possible to 
get the better of the Hankow chiefs, who are not com- 
parable to those of the Roman Empire?” 

“It’s an idea . . . but I don’t think it’s practical. It 
requires a good deal of thought. . . .” 

“Europeans never understand anything of China that 
does not resemble themselves.” 

A silence. Ferral was amused. The Chinaman intrigued 
him. that head thrown back» almost disdainful, and at 



the same tune, that embarrassment. . . . "Hankow 
flooded by streams of prostitutes . . he thought. 
“And he knows tlie Communists And the possibility 
that he may have some knowledge of political economy 
IS not excluded Astonishmg' ” While soviets were per- 
haps being orgamzed m the city, this fellow was dream- 
mg of the artful precepts of the Roman Empire. “Gisors 
IS right, they’re always trying to find tncks ” 

Again the telephone 

“The barracks are surrounded,” said Martial. “The re- 
enforcements from the government have stopped com- 
ing” 

“The North Station?” asked Ferral. 

“Not yet taken ” 

“Then the government can recall troops from the 
front?” 

“Perhaps, sir,” said the Chmaman, “its troops and tanks 
are fallmg back on Nankmg It may send some here. 
The armored tram can still give senous battle ” 

“Yes, It will hold its own m the vicmity of die train 
and the station,” Martial went on. “Everythmg they 
have taken is immediately organized, the insurrection 
surely has Russian or European cadres, the revolutionary 
employees of each administration gmde the insurgents. 
There is a mihtary committee directmg the whole thing. 
The entire pohce is disarmed now. The Reds have rally- 
ing points, from which the troops are directed against 
the barracks.” 

“The Chmese have a great sense of organization,” said 
the officer. 

“How IS Chiang Kai-shek protected?” 

“His car is always preceded by that of his personal 
guard And we have our secret agents ” 

Ferral at last understood the reason for the disdainful 
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angle of the Chmaman’s head, which was beginning to 
annoy him (at first it had seemed to him that the officer 
was contmually looking over Martial’s head at his erotic 
sketch) a white spot on his nght eye obliged the officer 
to look downward. 

“Not enough,” answered Martial. “Have to do some^ 
i-hifig about that The sooner the better Now, I have 
to run along there’s the matter of electing the Executive 
Committee which will take the government in hand I 
may be able to do something there. Also the matter of 
the election of the prefect, which is not to be over- 
looked . . .” 

Ferral and the officer remamed alone. 

“So, Monsieur,” said the Chinaman, his head back, 
“from now on we can count on you^*” 

“Liu Ti Yu IS waitmg,” he answered. 

Chief of the Shanghai Bankers’ Association, honorary 
president of the Chmese Chamber of Commerce, hnked 
with all the guild-masters, this man was m a position to 
act m the Chinese city, which the insurgent sections 
were no doubt begmning to occupy— to act even more 
effiecovely than Ferral m the concessions. The officer 
bowed and took his leave Ferral went up to the second 
story. In one comer of a modem office everywhere 
adorned with sculptures of the best periods of Chinese 
art, Liu Ti Yu was waiting. He wore a white linen suit 
over a coUarless sweater that was as white as his bris tling 
haur. His hands seemed glued to the mckeled tubes of his 
armchair His face was all mouth and pw— an energetic 
old frog. 

Ferrd did not sit down 

“You are determined to have done with the Com- 
munists ” He was not asking, he was affirming. “We too, 
obviously.” He began to walk back and forth, shoulders 



thrust forward “Chiang Kai-shek is ready for the break ” 

Ferral had never encountered suspicion on the face 
of a Chinaman Did this fellow beheve hun^ He handed 
him a box of cigarettes This box, smce he had decided to 
give up smokmg, was always open on his desk, as if the 
constant sight of it affirmed the strength of his character, 
confiimmg him in his decision 

“We have to help Chiang Kai-shek For you it’s a mat- 
ter of life or death We cannot allow the present situation 
to contmue Behmd the army, m the rural districts, the 
Commumsts are begmmng to organize the peasant 
Unions The first decree of the Umons wdl be the expro- 
priation of the creditors (Ferral did not use the word 
usurers ) An enormous proportion of your capital is m- 
vested m the country, the best part of your bank deposits 
IS guaranteed by land The peasant soviets . 

“The Commumsts won’t dare to form soviets m 
China.” 

“Let’s not play on words, Mr. Liu Whether you call * 
them umons or soviets, the Commumst organizations are 
going to nationalize the land, and declare credits illegal. 
Those two measures wipe out the essential part of the 
guarantees on the basis of which you have obtamed for- 
eign credits More than a billion dollars, counting my 
Japanese and American friends. It’s out of the question 
to offer a paralyzed commerce as a guarantee for this 
sum And without even mentiomng our credits, those 
decrees alone are enough to break every bank m Chma 
Obviously ” 

“The Kuommtang won’t allow it.” 

“There is no Kuommtang There are the Blues and 
me Reds They have gotten along so far— though badly— 
because Chiang Kai-shek had no money. Once Shanghai 
is taken— tomorrow— Chian<^ Kai'shek can almost pay 



his army with the customs. Not quite. He counts on us. 
Everywhere the Communists have preached the seizure 
of lands. It is said that they are tiying to put it off too 
late. The peasants have heard their speeches, and they 
are not members of their party They’ll do as they 
please.” 

“Nothmg can stop the peasants, except force 1 have 
already said so to the Consul-General of Great Britain ” 

Recognizmg almost the tone of his own voice in that 
of his listener, Ferral had the impression that he was 
winmng him over. 

“They have already tried to seize lands. Cbang-Kai- 
shek IS determmed not to let them. He has given the 
order that none of the lands belongmg to officers or to 
relatives of officers must be touched We must . 

“We are all relatives of officers ” Liu smiled “Is there 
a single piece of land m China whose owner is not the 
relative of an o£Scer!> . . 

Ferral knew the Chmese family relationships. 

Agam the telephone. 

‘^The arsenal is surrounded,” said Ferral. “AU the gov- 
ernmental cantonments have been taken. The revolution- 
ary army will be in Shanghai tomorrow. The matter has 
to be settled now Mark my word. As a result of the 
Commumst propaganda, numerous lands have been tak^ 
away from their proprietors, Chiang Kai-shek must 
either accept this fact or give orders to put to death those 
who have taken them. The Red government of Hankow 
cannot accept such orders.” 

“He will temporize.” 

“You know what happened to the stocks of the Eng- 
lish compames after the taking of the English concession 
of Hankow. You know what your situation will be when 
lands, no matter what they are, have been legally tom 
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from their owners. Chiang Kai-shek knows, and says 
he IS obliged to break noio Will you help him, yes or 
no?” 

Liu spat, his head sunk mto his shoulders. He shut his 

* 

eyes, opened them again, looked at Ferral with the sly 
eyes of an old usurer. 

“How much?” 

“Fifty milhon dollars.” 

He spat again. 

“Just from us?” 

“Yes.” 

He shut his eyes once more. Above the sphttmg noise 
of the firmg, shots from the armored tram could be 
heard at mmute mtervals. 

If Liu’s friends made up their mmds to help Chiang, 
It would still be necessary to fight, if they did not decide. 
Communism would no doubt tnumph m China. “This is 
one of the moments when the world’s destmy hangs m 
the balance . . .” thought Ferral, with a pnde m which 
there was both exaltation and mdifference. His eyes did 
not leave his mterlocutor. The old man, his eyes shut, 
seemed to be asleep, but on the backs of his hands the 
blue, corded veins qmvered like nerves “A personal 
argument might be necessary,” thought Ferral. 

“Chiang Kai-shek,” he said, “caimot let his officers be 
despoiled. And the Communists are determmed to assassi- 
nate him He knows it.” 

It had been rumored for several days, but Ferral 
doubted it. 

“How much time have we?” asked Liu. And immedi' 
ately, with one eye shut, the o^’her open, cunmng on thf 
right, shamefaced on the left- 

“Are you sure he won’t take the money without exe- 
cuting his pronposes?” 
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“There is also our money, and there is no question of 
promises. He cannot do otheramse And mark my word 
n’s not because you pay him that he is gomg to destroy 
die Communists it’s because he is gomg to destroy the 
Communists that you pay him ” 

“I shall call my friends together ” 

Ferral knew the Chmese custom, and the mfluence 
of the one who speaks. 

“What will be your advice?” 

“Chiang Kai-shek may be beaten by the people of 
Hankow. There are two hundred thousand unemployed 
there.” 

“If we don’t help him he will surely be beaten ” 
“Fifty million . . It is .a great deal. . . 

He finally looked straight at Ferral 
“Less than you will be obhged to give a Communist 
government ” 

The telephone 

“Tbe armored train has been cut off/’ Ferral went on. 
“Even if the government wants to recall troops from the 
front, It IS now powerless.” 

He held out his hand 

Liu shook It, left the room From the vast window 
fuU of shreds of clouds Ferral watched the car disappear, 
the roar of the motor drowning out the volleys for a 
moment. Even if he were victor, the state of his enter- 
prises would perhaps obhge him to ask for help from the 
French government which so often refused it, which had 
just refused it to the Industrial Bank of China, but to- 
day he was among those through whom the fate of 
Shanghai was bemg decided. All the economic forces, 
almost all the ccmsulates were playing the same game as 
he Liu would pay The armored tram, was still firing. 
Yes, for the first tune, there was an organization on the 
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other side. He would like to know the men who were 
directmg it. To have them shot, too. 

The evemng of war was vanishmg mto the mght 
Below, hghts were appearmg, and the mvisible river was 
drawmg to itself, as always, what httle He remained in 
the city It came from Hankow, that river Lm was right, 
and Ferral knew it there lay the danger. There the Red 
army was being formed There the Commumsts domi' 
nated Smce the revolutionaries, like a snow-plow, had 
thrown oif the Northerners, all the Left dreamed of 
that promised land the home of the Revolution was in 
the greemsh shadow of those foundries, of those arsenals, 
even before it had taken them; now it possessed them and 
those wretched marchers who were disappearmg out of 
sight m the slimy mist where the lanterns became more 
and more numerous were all advancing m the same direc- 
tion as the nver, as if they too had all come from Han- 
kow with their ravaged faces— omens driven towards him 
by the menacmg mght 

Eleven o’clock Since Liu’s departure, before and after 
dmner, conferences with guild-master, bankers, directors 
of insurance compames and nver transports, importers, 
heads of spmmng miUs. All of them depended m some 
measure upon the Ferral group or upon one of the 
foreign groups that had linked their pohcy to that of 
the Franco-Asiatic Consortium Ferral was not countmg 
on Liu alone Shanghai, the hvmg heart of China, pul- 
sated with the passage of everything that made it live; 
from the remotest countrysides— most of the farm-lands 
depended upon the banks— blood-vessels flowed like the 
canals towards the capital where the destmy of China 
was bemg decided. The firing continued. Nothing to do 
now but wait. 
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(n the next room Val6ne was lying m bed Although 
she had been his mistress for a week, he had made no 
pretense of lovmg her she would have smiled with an 
insolent knowing air. Nor had she revealed herself to 
him— perl laps for the same reason The difficulties which 
beset his present life drove him mto eroticism, not mto 
love He realized he was no longer young, and tried to 
convmce himself that his legend made up for it He was 
Ferral, and he knew women So well, m fact, that he did 
not believe a word of what he told himself He remem- 
bered Valerie saying, one day when he had spoken to 
her of one of his friends, an mtelligent mvahd, some of 
whose mistresses had aroused his envy “There is nothing 
more appealmg m a man than a combination of strength 
and weakness ” No one can be adequately explamed by 
his life, he firmly beheved, and he remembered these 
words better than all the thmgs she had confided to him 
about hers. 

This wealthy woman, who ran a large dressmaking 
establishment, was not mercenary (not yet at least) She 
claimed that many women achieved their sexual excite- 
ment by appearmg naked before a man of their choice, 
and that this was fully effective only once. Was she 
t hinking of herself!’ Yet it was the third time she went 
to bed with him. He sensed m her a pride akin to his 
own “Men have travels, women have lovers,” she had 
said the day before. Did he please her, as he did so many 
women, by the contrast between his hardness and his 
attentiveness to her!* He was not unaware that m this 
game he was mvolving what was most essential to him 
in life— his pride. This was not without danger with a 
partner who could say: “No man can speak of women, 
dear, because no man understands that every new make- 



up, every new dress, every new lover brings forth a 
new soul . . .’’—with the appropriate smile 

He entered the room She smiled at him from the bed, 
her waved hair faUmg m a thick mass over the round arm 
on which her head rested 

Smiles gave her that animation, both intense and 
abandoned, which pleasure gives. Valine’s relaxed ex- 
pression was softly melancholy, and Ferral recalled that 
the first time he had seen her he had said she had a 
blurred face— a face which matched the softness of hei 
gray eyes But whenever coquetry came mto play the 
smile which half opened her curved mouth, at the cor- 
ners more than at the center, harmonizmg in an unex. 
pected way with her waved masses of short hair and her 
eyes which at such moments grew less tender, gave her 
m spite of the fine regularity of her features a puzzling 
expression, like that of a cat wantmg to be petted. Ferral 
was fond of animals, like all those whose pride is too 
great to adjust itself to men, cats especially 

He took her in his arms She offered her mouth. 
Through sensuahty or through horror of sentimentality 
he wondered, while he was undressmg m the bathroom. 
The hght-bulb was broken, and the toilet articles looked 
reddish, hghted by the conflagrations. He looked out 
through the window m the avenue, a crowd m motion, 
like milhons of fish under the qmvenng surface of a 
black sea, it seemed to him suddenly that the soul of 
this mob had left it, like the mmd of a sleeper m a dream, 
and that it was burning with a joyous energy m those 
harsh flames that lighted up the oudines of the buildmgs. 

When he came back she was dreammg and no longei 
smiled Although he was used to this change of expres 
Sion It gave him once agam the sensation of emerginf 
from a speU of madness. Did he want merely to be love< 
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by the snuhng woman, from whom this unsmiling woman 
separated him like a stranger^ The armored train was 
fir ing at mmute mtervals, as for a tnumph it was still 
m the hands of the governmental forces, as were the 
barracks, the arsenal and the Russian church. 

“Have you seen M. de Qappique agam, dear?” she 
asked 

The whole French colony of Shanghai knew Clap- 
pique Valerie had met him at a dinner two days before, 
his whimsicahty dehghted her. 

‘‘Yes I commissioned him to buy me some of Kama’.s 
wash-drawmgs ” 

“Can you get them at antique-dealers?” 

“Not a chance. But Kama is just returmng from 
Europe, he’ll pass through here m a fortmght Clappique 
was tired, he only told two good stories one about a 
Chinese burglar who was acquitted because he had wrig- 
gled through a lyre-shaped hole into the pawn-shop he 
was robbing, and this one Emment-Virtue had been 
raismg rabbits for twenty years His house stood on one 
side of the mtemal revenues office, his hutches on the 
other On one occasion the customs-inspectors forgot to 
tell the other shift about his daily trip He arrives, his 
basket full of grass under his arm ‘Hey, there' Show 
your basket.’ Under the grass there were watches, chains, 
flashhghts, cameras ‘Is that what you feed your rab- 
bits?’ ‘Yes, Sir And (assuimng a menacmg attitude to- 
ward the rabbits) and if they don’t hke it, they won’t 
get anything else to eat today. . . ” 

“Oh'” she said, “it’s a scientific story; now I under- 
stand The bell-rabbits, the drum-rabbits, you know, all 
those charmmg httle creatures who fare so well in the 
moon and places like that, and so badly in children’s 
rooms, that’s where they come from. . , . The sad story 
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of Eminent-Virtue is another heart-rendmg injustice. 
And the revolutionary papers are gomg to make a great 
protest, I imagme for you may be sure that the rabbits 
ate those thmgs ” 

“Have you read Alice in W onderland, darlmg^*” 

He despised women— though he could not do without 
them— sufficiently to call them darlmg 

“What a question' I know it by heart.” 

“Your smile makes me think of the ghost of the cat 
which never materiahzed All one could see was a ravish- 
mg cat-smile floatmg m the air. Oh' why does a woman’s 
mtelligence always insist on choosmg some other field 
than Its own!'” 

“Which is Its own, dear?” 

“Charm and understandmg, obviously.” 

She reflected 

“What men mean by that is a subimssive mind. You 
recognize m a womim only the land of mtelhgencc 
which gives you its approval. It’s so-so restful. . . .” 

“To give herself, for a woman, to possess, for a man, 
are the only two means that human bemgs have of 
understandmg anything whatsoever. . . .” 

“Hasn’t It occurred to you, dear, that women never 
give themselves (or hardly ever) and that men possess 
nothing? It’s a game ‘I thmk I possess her, therefore she 
thinks she is possessed . . .’ Yes? Really? Listen, I’m 
gomg to say something very wicked— but don’t you think 
it’s the story aU over agam of the cork which considered 
itself so much more important than the bottle?” 

Moral hcense m a woman excited Ferral, but intellec- 
tual license only irritated him He felt an urgent need to 
arouse the only feelmg which gave him a certam power 
over a woman Christian shame, together with gratitude 
for the shame endured. If she did not guras this, she 
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guessed that he was shppiag away from her, and as she 
was responsive, after ii, to the physical desire which 
she could see growing, amused at the idea that she could 
catch him and brmg him back at will, she looked at 
him with her mouth half-open (since he hked her 
smile . . .)> expressmg with her eyes the offer of her- 
self, assured that he, like almost all men, would take her 
desue to seduce him for a surrender 

He jomed her m bed. Caresses gave Valerie a sealed 
expression which he was eager to see transformed. He 
summoned her other expression with too much passion 
not to hope that the pleasure of the senses would unprint 
It upon Valerie’s face He beheved that he was thus de- 
stroying a mask, and that what was deepest, most secret 
in her was necessarily what he preferred He had never 
had mtercourse with her except m the dark But hardly 
had he gently drawn her legs apart wnth his hand, than 
she turned out the light. He tumid it on agam 
He had fumbled for the switch, and she thought the 
hght had gone on by accident, she turned it off again 
He immediately turned it on once more. Highly strung, 
she felt herself on the verge both of laughter and anger, 
but she met his look He had pushed the switch out of 
reach, and she reahzed that he expected his chief pleasure 
from the sensual transformation of her features She 
knew that she was really dommated by her sexual feel- 
mgs only at the begmnmg of an affair, or when she was 
taken by surprise when she felt she could not find the 
switch, a familiar warmth seized her, mounted along her 
body to the tips of her breasts, to her hps, which she 
guessed by Ferral’s look were imperceptibly swelling 
She gave herself up to this warmth and, pressing him 
against her with her thighs and her arms, plunged with 
long pulsations far from a shore upon which die knew 
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she would presently be thrown back, but brmging with 
her the resolve not to forgive him. 


Valerie was sleeping. Her regular breathing and the 
relaxation of sleep gently swelled her hps, and the wan- 
ton expression which pleasure gave to her features lin- 
gered hke an afterglow. “A human bemg,” thought Fer- 
ral, “an mdividual life, umque, isolated, like mine . . .” 
He unagmed himself as her, inhabitmg her body, feehng 
m her place that enjoyment which he could experience 
only as a humiliation, he imagmed himself— himself— 
humiliated by this passive voluptuousness, by this 
woman’s sex. “It’s idiotic, she feels herself m terms of 
her sex as I do m terms of mine, neither more nor less. 
She feels herself as a knot of desires, sadness, pride, as a 
destiny, . . . Obviously.” But not at this moment sleep 
and her hps gave her over to a perfect sensuahty, as 
though she had agreed to be no longer a free and livmg 
bemg, but only the expression of gratitude for a physical 
conquest. The great silence of the Chmese night, with 
Its smell of camphor and leaves, it too asleep far out into 
the Pacific, covered her over, beyond the realm of time 
not a ship called, not a gun fired She did not trail with 
her m her sleep memones and hopes which he would 
never possess: she was nothmg but the other pole of his 
own pleasure Never had she lived never had she been a 
little girl. 

The cannon, once more the armored tram was agam 
beginning to fire. 


The next day, four o’clock in the afternoon 

From a clock-maker’s shop which had been trans- 
formed mto a post, Kyo observed the armored train. 
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Two hundred yards ahead of it and behind it the revo- 
lutionaries had blown up the rails, tom up the level 
crossing Of the tram which barred the street, motion- 
less, dead, Kyo could see only two carriages, the one 
closed like a cattle-wagon, the other seemmgly flattened 
out beneath its turret, from which a small-caliber gun 
projected No men neither the besieged hidden behmd 
their blocked loop-holes nor the assailants, distributed m 
the houses overlooking the tracks Beh m d Kyo, m the 
direction of the Russian church and the Commercial 
Printing House, the volleys did not let up The soldiers 
who were ready to give up their arms were out of the 
fight, the rest would die All the insurgent sections were 
now armed, the governmental troops, their front 
smashed, were fleeing m the ram-drenched wmd towards 
Nankmg by the sabotaged trams and the roads pitted 
with mud-holes. The army of the Kuommtang would 
reach Shanghai m a few hours couriers were arriv ing 
every moment. 

Ch’en entered, still dressed as a worker, sat down be- 
side Kyo, looked at the tram His men were on guard 
behmd a barricade, a hundred yards from there, but 
were not to attack 

The cannon on the tram, at a nght angle to where they 
were, moved Like very low clouds, wisps of smoke from 
an extinguished fire trmled before it. 

“I don’t think they have much ammunition left,” said 
Ch’en 

The cannon was emerging from the turret like a tele- 
scope from an observatory, and was movmg cautiously, 
in spite of the steel-plates the hesitancy of its motion 
made it appear fragile. 

“As soon as our own cannons are there . , said 
Kyo 
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The one they were watching came to position, fired 
In response a volley beat a tattoo agamst the steel-plates, 
A clear spot appeared in the gray and white sky, just 
above the tram A courier brought Kyo some documents 

“We are not m the majonty on the committee,” said 
the latter. 

The assembly of delegates secretly umted by the 
Kuommtang party, before the insurrection, had elected 
a central committee of twenty-six members, of whom 
fifteen were Communists, but this committee m its turn 
had just elected the Executive Committee which was 
gomg to organize the mumcipal government. There lay 
the power, there, the Communists were no longer m the 
majority 

A second couner, in uniform, entered, stopped m the 
doorway. 

“The arsenal has been taken.” 

“The tanks’” asked Kyo 

“Off for Nankmg.” 

“Do you come from the army’” 

He was a soldier of the First Division, the one which 
contamed the greatest number of Communists Kyo 
questioned him. The man was bitter they were wonder- 
mg what the International was good for. Everythmg was 
given to the bourgeoisie of the Kuommtang, the famihes 
of the soldiers, almost all peasants, were forced to make 
heavy contributions to the war fund, whereas the bour- 
geoisie was only moderately taxed. If they wanted to 
seize the lands, supenor orders forbade it. The takmg 
of Shanghai would change all that, the Communist sol- 
diers beheved, he, the messenger, wasn’t so sure With 
his one-sided mformation he produced bad arguments, 
but it was easy to draw better ones from it The Red 
Guard, Kyo told him, workers’ nuhtias, would be created 
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in Shanghai, there were more than two hundred thou- 
sand unemployed m Hankow, Every mmute or two they 
both stopped, listened. 

“Hankow,” said the man, “I know. . . . There is 
Hankow . , .” 

Their deadened voices seemed to stick close to them, 
held back by the quivering air which seemed also to be 
awaitmg the cannon. Both thought of Hankow, “the 
most industrialized city m all China ” There a new Red 
army was being organized, at this very hour the workers’ 
sections there were learmng to handle the guns. . . . 

Legs apart, fists on his knees, mouth open, Ch’en 
watched the couriers and said nothmg. 

“Everythmg is gomg to depend on the Shanghai Pre- 
fect,” answered Kyo. “If he’s one of us, the majority 
doesn’t matter much If he is on the Right . . .” 

Ch’en looked at the time. In this clock-maker’s shop 
at least thirty clocks, wound up or run down, pointed 
to different hours A tattoo of voUeys gathered mto an 
avalanche Ch’en hesitated to look outside, he could not 
detach his eyes from that universe of clock-movements, 
impassive m the imdst of the Revolution The bustle of 
the couners who were leavmg aroused him he deaded 
at last to look at his own watch. 

“Four o’clock We can find out. . . .” 

He operated the long-distance telephone, put back the 
receiver m a fury, turned to Kyo 

“The Prefect is of the Right ” 

“First extend the Revolution, and then deepen it . . 
answered Kyo, more as a question than as an answer. 
“The line of the International seems to be to leave the 
power here to the bourgeoisie. ProvtsionaUy. . . We 

shall be robbed. I have seen couners from the front, 
all workers’ movements are prohffuted behind the lines. 
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Chiang Kai-shek Has had strikers fired on— after taking a 
few precautions . 

A ray of sunlight entered The blue patch of sky gre’w 
larger The street filled with sun. In spite of the volleys, 
the armored tram seemed deserted m this light It fired 
agam Kyo and Ch’en observed it less attentively now 
perhaps the enemy was nearer to them Greatly worried, 
Kyo was looking vaguely at the sidewalk, which was 
sparkhng under the provisional sunhght A great shadow 
fell upon It He raised his head Katov 

“Before a fortmght,” he went on, “the Kuommtang 
will prohibit our assault sections I have just seen some 
Blue officers, sent from the front to feel us out, they 
slyly msmuate that the firearms would be better off with 
them than with us They want to disarm the workers’ 
guard they will have the pohce, the Committee, the 
Prefect, the army and the arms. And we shall have made 
the insurrection for that We must leave the Kuommtang, 
isolate the Communist Party, and if possible give it the 
power In this whole matter it’s not a question of play- 
mg chess, but of thmkmg senously of the proletanat 
What do we advise them to do^” 

Ch’en was lookmg at his well-shaped dirty feet, naked 
m his clogs 

“The workers are right to strike. We order them to 
stop the stnke The peasants want to take the lands. 
They are right We forbid them to ” 

“Our slogans are those of the Blues,” said Kyo, “with 
a few more promises But the Blues give the bourgeois 
what they promise them, whereas we do not give the 
workers what we promise them.” 

“Enough,” said Ch’en without even raismg his eyes. 
“First of all, Chiang Kai-shek must be killed.” 

Katov listened m silence. 
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“That’s m the fut’re,” he said finally. “At present 
they’re hilling our comrades Yes And yet, Kyo, I’m not 
sure I agree with you, you know At the b’gmnmg of 
the Rev’lution, when I was still a socialist-rev’lutionary, 
we were all agamst Lemn’s tactics m Ukrame Antonov, 
the comm’ssar down there, had arrested the mme-owners 
and had given them ten years of hard labor for sab’tage. 
Without trial On his own authonty as Comm’ssar of 
the Cheka Lenm congrat’lated him, we all pr’tested 
They were real exploiters, y’know, the owners, and 
several of us had gone mto the imnes as convicts, that’s 
why we thought we should be p’rticularly faur with 
them, to give the example. However, if we had let them 
go, the prol’tanat would not have understood Lenm was 
right Justice was on our side, but Lenm was right And 
we were also agamst the extr’ordmary powers of the 
Cheka. We’ve got to think carefully The present slogan 
IS good extend the Rev’lution, and afterwards deepen it. 
Lenm didn’t say right away ‘The whole power to the 
Soviets.’ ” 

“But he never said Power to the mensheviks No situ- 
ation can force us to surrender our arms to the Blues 
None Because then that means that the Revolution is 
lost, and we have only to . . .” 

An officer of the Kuommtang entered, small, stuff, al- 
most Japanese. Bows. 

“The army will be here in half an hour,” he said. 
“We’re short of arms How many can you let us have!’” 

Ch’en was walkmg back and forth Katov was waiting. 

“The workers’ mihtias must remam armed,” said Kyo. 

“My request is made m agreement with the Hankow 
government,” the officer answered. 

Kyo and Ch’en smiled. 
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“I beg you to find out 'tor yourselves,” ne went on. 

Kyo worked the telephone. 

“Even if the order . . .” Ch’en began, in a rage, 

“I’ve got them,” Kyo exclaimed. 

He was hsteiung Katov seized the second receiver 
They hung up 

“Very well,” said Kyo. “But the men are still on the 
firmg-lme ” 

“The artillery will be here shortly,” said the officer. 
“We’ll clean up these thmgs . . .” 

He pomted to the armored tram, grounded m the sun- 
hght 

“ . . ourselves Can you hand over arms to the troops 
tomorrow evenmg? We need them urgently. We are 
continumg to march on Nankmg ” 

“I doubt if It will be possible to recover more than 
half the arms.” 

“Why?” 

“All the Communists won’t be willing to give them 

Up. 

“Even on orders from Hankow?” 

“Even on orders from Moscow At least, not imme- 
diately ” 

They felt the officer’s exasperation, although he did 
not show It. 

“See what you can do,” he said. “I shall send some- 
one about seven ” 

He went out 

“Are you willing that we should give up the arms?” 
Kyo asked Katov. 

“I’m trying to understand. Before anythmg else, we 
must go to Hankow, you see What does the Int’mational 
wput? First of all, use the army of the Kuommtang to 
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unify China. After that dVelop the Rev’lution by prop’- 
ganda and the rest. It must change of its own accord 
from a dem’cratic Rev’lution mto a sociahst Revlution.” 

“Chiang Kai-shek must be killed,” said Ch’en. 

“Chiang Kai-shek will no longer allow us to go as far 
as that,” answered Kyo, ignoring Ch’en’s remark. “He 
cannot. He can maintam himself here only by drawmg 
on the customs and the contributions of the bourgeoisie, 
and the bourgeoisie won’t pay for nothmg he will have 
to pay them back with the corpses of Communists.” 

“All that,” said Ch’en, “means nothmg.” 

“Leave us alone,” said Katov. “You don’t think you’re 
go ing to try to kill C hi a n g Kai-shek without the consent 
of the Central Committee, or at least the delegate of the 
Int’mational?” 

A distant rumble gradually filled the silence. 

“You’re going to Hankow’” Ch’en asked Kyo. 

“Naturally.” 

Ch’en was pacing back and forth in the room, beneath 
all the pendulums and balance-wheels of the various time- 
pieces which went on tickmg their measure. 

“What I have said is very simple,” he said at last. 
“The essential. The only thmg to do. Let them 'know.” 

“Will you wait’” 

Kyo knew that if Ch’en hesitated instead of answering, 
it was not because K^ov had convmced him. It was be- 
cause none of the present orders of the International 
satisfied the profound passion which had made him a 
revolutionary; if he accepted them, through disciphne, 
he would no longer be able to act. Kyo watched that 
hostile figure beneath the clocks: he had made the sacri- 
fice of himself and of others to the Revolution, and 
now the Revolution would perhaps throw him back into 
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his sohtude with his memories of assassmations. At once 
with him and against him, Kyo could no longer either 
jom him nor break with him. Beneath the brotherhood 
of arms, at the very moment when he was lookmg at that 
armored tram which they would perhaps attack together, 
he felt the possibihty of a break as he would have felt 
the threat of an attack m a friend who was epileptic or 
insane, at the moment of his greatest lucidity. 

Ch’en had resumed his pacmg, he shook his head as 
in protest, said finally “Good,” shruggmg his shoulders 
as though he were saymg this to gratify a childish whim 
of Kyo’s 

The rumble became audible agam, louder, but so con- 
fused that they had to stram their ears m order to make 
out what It was. It seemed to nse from the earth. 

“No,” said Kyo, “they are shouts ” 

They drew nearer, and became more distinct. 

“Could they be takmg the Russian church? . . 
asked Katov. 

Many governmental were entrenched there. But the 
cries were approachmg, seemmg to come from the out- 
skirts towards the center Louder and louder. Impossible 
to make out any words. Katov threw a glance towards 
the armored tram. 

“Could they be gettmg reenforcements!>” 

The shouts, still mdistmguishable, were commg closer 
and closer, as though some capital news were being 
passed on from crowd to crowd. Vymg with them, an- 
other sound was makmg itself heard, and finally became 
distmct: the rhythmic beatmg erf footsteps on the 
ground. 

“The army,” said Katov. “They’re our men.” 

Without a doubt. The shouts were acclamations Diffi* 
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cult still to distinguish from yells of fear, Kyo had heard 
similar shouts from a mob fleemg before a flood The 
hammermg of footsteps changed mto a npple, then con- 
tmued the soldiers had stopped and were starting off 
in another direction. 

“They’ve been told that the armored tram is here,” 
said Kyo. 

Those m the tram no doubt did not hear the shouts 
so well as they, but they could not help hearmg the beat- 
mg of the footsteps, transmitted by the resonance of the 
steel-plates 

A tremendous uproar took all three of them by sur- 
pnse with every piece, every machme-gun, every rifle, 
the tram was firmg. Katov had been m one of the Siberian 
armored trams, his imagmation, getting the better of him, 
made him participate m the last moments of this one. 
Tlie ofiicers had given the command to fire at will. 
What could they do m their mrrets, a telephone m one 
hand, a revolver m the other? Each soldier guessed no 
doubt what that hammermg of footsteps meant. Were 
they preparmg to die together, or to throw themselves 
upon one another, m that enormous submarme which 
would never rise agam? 

The tram was workmg itself mto a frenzy. Still 
firmg from every gun, shaken by its very panic, it 
seemed to want to tear itself from its rads, as if the 
desperate rage of the men it sheltered had passed mto 
the imprisoned armor, which was also strugglmg. WTiat 
fascinated Katov m this unbndled outburst was not the 
mortal mtoxication mto which the men of the tr ain were 
sinking. It was the qmvering of the rails which resisted 
all those roars he made a forward movement with hv 
arm, to orove to himself that he was not paralyzed 
Thirty seconds. aH the uproar ceased. Above the dull 



reverberation op the footsteps and the tictac of all the 
clocks in the shop, a rumble of heavy iron became domi' 
nant the artUlerj?' of the revolutionary army 
Behmd each steel-plate a man on the tram heard that 
noise as the voice of death itself. 
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Part Three 




March 27 


I X ANKOW was close by the to and fro movement 
of sampans almost covered the nver. The chimneys of 
the arsenal became detached from the hill behmd it httle 
by httle, almost mvisible under their enormous smoke, 
through the bluish hght of the spnng evemng the city 
with all Its colonnaded bank buildmgs appeared at last 
through the sharp black framework of the foreground 
—the battleships of the Western nations. For six days 
Kyo had been ascendmg the nver, without news from 
Shanghai. 

A foreign launch whistled against the ship’s side. Kyo’s 
papers were in order, and he was accustomed to clandes* 
one acoon. He merely took the precauoon to move to 
the forward part of the ship. 

“What do they want!*” he asked a mechamc. 

“They want to know if we have rice or coal on board. 
We’re not allowed to bring in any.” 

“In the name of what^^” 

“A pretext. If we brmg coal they say nothmg, but 
they arrange somehow to have the ship laid up in port. 
No way of bringing provisions to the city.” 

Over there were chimneys, cranes, reservoirs— the 
allies of the Revolution. But Shanghai had taught Kyo 
what an active port was like. The one he saw before 
him was full of nothing but junks and torpedo-boats. 
He took his field-glasses: a freight-steamer, two, three. 
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... A few more. . . . His was docking on the Wu- 
chang side. He would have to take the ferry to get to 
Hankow. 

He went ashore. On the dock an officer on duty was 
watchmg the passengers land. 

“Why so few ships'*” asked Kyo. 

“The Compames have got everything out of sight: 
they’re afraid of the requisition ” 

Everyone in Shanghai thought the requisition had 
been put mto effect long before. 

“When does the ferry leave>” 

“Every half-hour.” 

He had twenty mmutes to wait. He walked about at 
random. The kerosene lamps were being lit inside the 
shops, here and there silhouettes of trees and the curved- 
up roof-ridges rose agamst the Western sky, where a 
hght without source fingered, seeming to emanate from 
the softness of the sky itself and to blend far, far up 
with the seremty of the mght. In the black holes of 
shops— notwithstandmg the soldiers and the Workers’ 
Umons— doctors with toad-signs, dealers in herbs and 
monsters, pubhc writers, casters of spells, astrologers, and 
fortune-tellers continued their timeless trades by the 
dim hght which blotted out the blood-stains. The 
shadows melted rather than stretched on the ground, 
bathed in a bluish phosphorescence, the last flash of the 
superb evening that was bemg staged far away, some- 
where in the mfinity of worlds, of which only a reflec- 
tion suffused the earth, was glowmg famdy through 
an enormous archway surmounted by a pagoda eaten 
away with blsjckened ivy. Beyond the din of bells and 
phonographs and the mynad dots and patches of light, 
a battalion was disappearing into the darkness which had 
gathered in the mist over die river. Kyo went down to 
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a yard filled with enormous stone blocks: those of the 
walls, leveled to the ground in sign of the hberation of 
China. The ferry was close by. 

Another fifteen mmutes on the nver, watching the 
city rise into the evenmg sky. At last, Hankow. 

Rickshaws were waitmg on the quay, but Kyo’s 
anxiety was too great to allow him to remam idle. He 
preferred to walk. The Bntish concession which Eng 
land had abandoned m January, the great world banks 
shut down, but not occupied. . . . “Anguish— a strange 
sensation you feel by your heart-beats that you’re not 
breathmg easily, as if you were breathmg with yout 
heart. . . It was becommg stronger than lucidity. At 
the comer of a street, in the clearing of a large garden 
fuU of trees in bloom, gray m the evenmg mist, the 
chimneys of the Western manufactures appeared. No 
smoke Of all the chimneys he saw, only the ones of 
the Arsenal were operating. Was it possible that Han* 
kow, the city to which the Communists of the entir« 
world were lookmg to save Chma, was on strike? The 
Arsenal was working; could they at least count on the 
Red army? He no longer dared to run. If Hankow was 
not what everyone beheved it was, all his people were 
already condemned to death. May too. And himself. 

At last, the building of the International Delegation. 

The entire villa was hghted up. Kyo knew that Boro- 
dm was workmg on the top story, on the ground-floor 
the printing-press was runmng at full speed, with the 
clatter of an enormous ventilator m bad condition. 

A guard in a rough-neck sweater exammed Kyo. 
Taking him for a Japanese he was already pointing out 
to him the orderly in charge of directing strangers, when 
his eye feU upon the papers Kyo was handmg him; 
immediately led him dirough Ae crowded entrance to 
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the section of the International in charge of Shanghai. 
Of the secretary who received him Kyo only knew that 
he had orgamzed the first insurrections m Finland, a 
comrade, has hand held out across his desk, while he 
gave his name Vologin, He had the plumpness of a 
npe woman rather than of a man, was this impression 
due to the delicacy of his features, both full and ruddy, 
',hghdy Levantme m spite of his fair complexion, or to 
fhe long strands of hair, turmng gray, cut to be brushed 
back but which fell over his cheeks hke stiff bands^ 

“Thmgs look very bad m Shanghai,” said Kyo 
abruptly “We’re headed m the wrong direction.” 

His own words surprised him his thoughts were run- 
mng ahead of him. Yet his words said what he would 
have wanted to say if Hankow could not bring the help 
that the sections were expectmg from it, to give up their 
arms would be smcide 

Vologin, ensconced m his armchair, drew his hands 
up into the khaki sleeves of his uniform and bent his 
head a httle forward. 

“Still' . . .” he muttered 

“First of all, what’s gomg on here!*” 

“Go 0^ m what respect are we pursuing the wrong 
policy in Shanghai!*” 

“But why, why aren’t the manufactures runmng!’’'’ 

“Wait a minute. Who are the comrades who’re pro- 
testmg?” 

“Those of the combat groups. The terrorists too.” 

“To hell with the terrorists. The others . . 

He looked at Kyo. 

“What do they want?” 

“To leave the Kuomintang. Organize an independent 
Communist Party. Give the power to the Umons. And 
above all, not surrender their arms. Above all.” 
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“Always the same thing.” 

Vologm got up, looked through the wmdow towards 
the river and the hills. His face was expressionless except 
for a fixed intensity hke that of a somnambulist, which 
alone gave it hfe. He was short, and his plump back, 
almost as round as his stomach, made hun appear hunch- 
backed. 

“I’ll tell you. Suppose we leave the Kuomintang. What 
will we do then?” 

“To begm with, a mihtia for every workers’ union, 
for every syndicate.” 

“With what firearms? Here the Arsenal is in the hands 
of the generals Chiang Kai-shek now holds the one m 
Shanghai. And we’re cut off from Mongolia, conse- 
quently, no Russian arms.” 

“In Shanghai it was we who took the arsenal.” 

“With the revolutionary army behmd you. Not io 
front of you. Whom can we arm here? Ten thousand 
workers, perhaps. In addition to the Commumst nucleus 
of the ‘Iron Army’, another ten thousand. Ten bullets 
per man’ Agamst them, more than seventy-five thousand 
men here alone Without mentiomng, of course— Chiang 
Kai-shek, or the others All too eager to make an alliance 
agamst us, upon our first really Communist move. And 
with what would we provision our troops?” 

“What about the foundries, the manufactures?” 

“Raw matenals have stopped commg.” 

Standmg motionless by the wmdow, agamst the deep- 
enmg night, Vologm contmued— his face turned away; 

“Hankow is not the capital of the workers, it’s the 
capital of the unemployed There are no arms, that’s ail 
the better perhaps There are moments when I think, 
if we armed them they would fire on us. And yet, there 
are aU those who work fifteen hours a day with-' 
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out presenting any claims, because ‘our revolution is 
menaced’. • . 

Kyo was sinkmg, as one plunges m a dream, lower and 
ever lower. 

“We don’t have the power,” Vologm continued, “it’s 
in the hands of the generals of the ‘Left Kuomintang,’ 
as they call it They would no more accept the soviets 
rhan Chiang Kai-shek does That’s sure. We can use 
them, that’s all By being very careful.” 

If Hankow was only a blood-stamed settmg . . . 
Kyo dared think no further “I must see Possoz on my 
way out,” he said to himself He was the only comrade 
in Hankow m whom he had confidence. “I must see 
Possoz. . . 

“. . . Don’t hold your mouth open with that— er— 
stupid expression,” said Vologm “The world thinks 
Hankow is Communist— so much the better. That does 
credit to our propaganda. It’s no reason for it to be true.” 

“What are the instructions right now^” 

“To reenforce the Communist nucleus of the Iron 
Army We can weight one tray of the scale against the 
other We are not a force by ourselves. The generals who 
are fighting with us here hate the soviets and Com- 
munism as much as Chiang Kai-shek does I know it, I 
see It, m fact . . . every day. Every Communist slogan 
ivill brmg them down on us. And no doubt will lead 
them mto an alliance with Cbang. The only thmg we 
can do is to destroy Chiang by usmg them. Then Feng 
Yu Hsiang m the same way, if necessary. As in fact we 
have destroyed the generals we have fought up to now 
by usmg Chiang Because our propaganda brmgs us as 
many men as victory brings to them. We rise with them. 
That’s why it’s essential to gam time. The Revoluticm 
cannot maintain itself, in short, under its democratic 
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form. By its very nature it must bepome socialist. We 
must let It find its own way. Our job is to safeguard its 
birth And not to abort it.” 

“Yes But in Marxism there is the sense of a fatahty, 
and also the exaltation of a will Every tfine fatahty 
comes before will I’m suspicious ” 

“A purely Communist slogan, today, would bnng 
about the immediate coalition of all the generals against 
Uo two hundred thousand against twenty thousand. 
That’s why you must arrange to get along with Chiang 
Kai-shek m Shanghai. If there is no way, give up the 
arms.” 

“Accordmg to that, it was a mistake to start the Revo 
lunon of October how many Bolsheviks were there^ ’ 

“The slogan ‘Peace’ gave us the masses.” 

“There are other slogans.” 

“Premature ones. What would they be?” 

“Complete, immediate cancellation of farm-rents and 
credits. The peasant fevolution, without conditions or 
restrictions.” 

The SIX days he had spent coming up the nver had 
confirmed Kyo m his idea in those clay cities that had 
squatted on the nver-junctions for thousands of years 
the poor would be as ready to follow the peasant as to 
follow the worker. 

“The peasant always follows,” said Vologin “Either 
the worker or the bourgeois But he follows. ’ 

“No. A peasant movement lasts only by attaching 
Itself to the cities, and the peasantry by itself can only 
produce a Jacquerie, that’s understood. But there is no 
question of separating it from the proletariat, the sup- 
pression of credits is a fighting slogan, the only one 
which can mobilize the peasants ” 

spontaneous, unorganized peasant uprising. 
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"In short, the parceling of lands,” said Vologin. 

“iMore concretely many very poor peasants are land- 
owners, but work for the usurer. They all know it. 
Moreover, in Shanghai we must train the guards of the 
Workers’ Umons as quickly as possible. Allow them 
to disarm under no pretext Make of them our force, 
against Chiang Kai-shek” 

“As soon as that slogan is known, we shall be crushed.” 

••Then we shall be crushed in any case The Com- 
munist slogans are makmg headway, even when we give 
them up Speeches are enough to make the peasants want 
the land, speeches won’t be enough to make them stop 
wanting it. Either we must be wilhng to participate m 
the repression with the troops of Chiang Kai-shek— does 
that suit you>— to compromise ourselves irrevocably, or 
they will have to crush us, whether they want to or not.” 

“Everyone m Moscow is agreed that it will be neces- 
sary— m short, to make the break But not so soon.” 

“Then, if it’s above all a matter of bemg crafty, don’t 
give up the arms. Givmg them up means sacrificing the 
comrades ” 

“If they follow instructions, Chiang won’t make a 
move ” 

“Whether they follow them or not will make no 
difference The Committee, Klatov, myself, have organ- 
ized the Workers’ Guard If you try to dissolve it thfi 
whole proletariat in Shanghai wiU cry treason.” 

“Let them be disarmed, then.” 

“The Workers’ Unions are organizmg of their own 
accord in all the poor quarters. Are you gomg to pro- 
hibit the syndicates in the name of the International!’” 

Vologin had returned to the window. He dropped his 
head to his chest, his double chm forming a cushion be- 
tween them. Night was coming on, full of pale stars. 



“To break means certain defeat. Moscow will not 
tolerate our leavmg the Kuommtang at this time And 
the Chmese Communist Party is even more favorable to 
an understanding with Chiang than Moscow ” 

“The men at the top only below, the comrades will 
not give up all their arms even if you order it You will 
sacrifice us, witliout givmg Chiang Kai-shek tranquilhty. 
Borodm can teU that to Moscow.” 

“Moscow knows it the order to give up the arm? 
was given the day before yesterday ” 

Stupefied, Kyo did not answer immediately. 

“And the sections have given them up!"” 

“Half of them— barely. . . .” 

Just two days ago, while he was meditatmg or sleep- 
mg, on the boat. . . . He knew, too, that Moscow 
would mamtain its Ime His realization of the situation 
suddenly mvested Ch’en’s plan with an obscure value 

“Something else— perhaps the same thmg Ch’en Ta 
Erh, of Shanghai, wants to execute Chiang.” 

“Oh' It’s for that'” 

“What?” 

“He sent word, to ask to see me when you were here.” 

He picked up a message from the table. Kyo had not 
yet noticed his ecclesiastical hands. “Why didn’t he have 
him come up right away?” he wondered. 

very serious matter . . . (Vologin was readmg the 
message ) They all say ‘a very serious matter’ . . .” 

“Is he here?” 

“Wasn’t he supposed to come? They’re all the same. 
They almost always change theur minds He’s been here 
for— m fact— two or three hours- your boat was delayed 
considerably.” 

He telephoned the order to have Ch’en sent up. He 
didn’t like mterviews with terrorists, whom he con- 
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sidered narrow, arrogant and lacking m political sense. 

“Matters were even worse in Leningrad,” he said, 
■“when Yudemch was before the city, and we managed 
to pull through just the same. . . 

Ch’en entered, also weanng a sweater, passed before 
Kyo, sat down facing Vologm. The noise of the prmt- 
mg-press alone filled the silence. In the large wmdow at 
a right angle to the desk the darkness, now complete, 
separated the profiles of the two men Ch’en, his elbows 
on the desk, his chm m his hands— stubborn, tense— did 
not move “Man’s complete impenetrability takes on 
somethmg inhuman,” thought Kyo as he looked at him. 
“Is It because we easily feel a sense of contact through 
our weaknesses^ . . .” Once he had got past his sur- 
prise he judged it mevitable that Ch’en should be here, 
that he should have come to affirm his decision himself 
(for he did not imagine that he would argue). On the 
other side of the rectangle of starry night stood Vologm, 
strands of his forelock falhng over his face, his fat hands 
crossed on his chest, also waitmg. 

“Did he tell you?” asked Ch’en, indicating Kyo with 
a motion of his head. 

“You know what the International thinks of terrorist 
acts,” Vologm answered. “I’m not gomg to make you— 
in short, a speech on that subject.” 

“The present case is special. Chiang Kai-shek alone is 
sufficiently popular and sufficiently strong to hold the 
bourgeoisie united against us. Do you oppose this execu- 
tion, yes or no?” 

He remamed motionless, leaning on the desk with his 
elbows, his chm m his hands. Kyo knew the argument 
had no essential vahdity for Ch’en, even though he had 
come here. Destruction alone could put him m accord 
with himself. 
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“It's not up to the International to approve your plan ’ 
Vologm spoke m a matter of fact tone. “Moieover, even 
from your point of view . . Ch’en still did not move 
, IS the moment, in short, well chosen^*” 

“You prefer to wait until Chiang has had our people 
murdered!^” 

“He wiU make decrees and nothmg more His son is in 
Moscow, don’t forget. And there’s also this a number 
of Galen’s Russian officers have not been able to leave 
Chiang’s staff They v^ill be tortured if he is killed 
Neither Galen nor the Russian staff wiU countenance 
it. . . .” 

The question has apparently been discussed right here, 
thought Kyo. There was somethmg mdescribably futile 
and hollow in this discussion, which made him uneasy 
he found Vologm smgularly more detemuned when he 
ordered the arms to be given up than when he spoke of 
the murder of Chiang Kai-shek. 

“If the Russian officers are tortured,” said Ch’en, “a 
can’t be helped. I also will be tortured. Of no mterest 
ITie millions of Chmese are surely worth fifteen Russia 
officers. Good And Chiang will abandon his son.” 

“What do you know about it^*” 

“And you? You undoubtedly won’t even dare to loll 
him.” 

“Undoubtedly he loves his son less than himself,” said 
Kya “And if he does not try to crush us he is lost If 
he does not stop peasant activity his own officers will 
leave him. So I’m afraid he’ll abandon the boy, after 
obtammg a few promises from the European consuls or 
some other such farce. And the whole petty bourgeoisie 
which you want to rally, Vologm, wiU follov/- him the 
day he dsarms us: it will be on the side of force. 1 
know them.” 
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“Remains to be proved And there isn’t only Shang- 
hai ” 

“You say you’re dying of starvation. Once Shanghai 
has been lost, where will you get provisions? Feng Yu 
Hsiang separates you from Mongoha, and he will betray 
you if we are crushed. Therefore, nothmg by the 
Yangtze, nothing from Russia Do you thmk the peasants 
to whom you’ve promised the program of the Kuomm- 
tang (twenty-five per cent reduction in farm-rents, no 
jokmg— Oh, but really, no joking' ) will die of hunger 
in order to feed the Red army? You’ll put yourself in the 
power of the Kuommtang even more completely than 
you are now. To undertake to fight agamst Chiang 
now, with real revolutionary slogans, with the backmg 
of the peasants and the Shanghai proletariat, is risky but 
not impossible the First Division is almost entirely Com- 
munist, from the general down, and will fight with us 
And you say we’ve kept half the arms Not to try is 
simply to wait placidly to have our throats cut.” 

“TTic Kuommtang is there We haven’t made it It’s 
there And stronger than we are, for the time being We 
can destroy it from below by introducmg mto it all the 
Commumst elements we have at our disposal An im- 
mense majority of its members are extremists.” 

“You know as well as I do that numbers are nothmg 
in a democracy agamst the ruling apparatus.” 

“We are demonstrating that the Kuommtang can be 
used by usmg it. Not by argument. For two years we 
have used it unceasmgly. Every month, every day.” 

“As long as you have accepted its aims, not once when 
It was a question of its accepting yours. You have led it 
to accept gifts which it was dymg to get officers, volun- 
teers, money, propaganda The soldiers’ 'oviets, the 
peasant umons-that’s another matter.” 



“What about the exclusion of the anti-Communist 
elements?” 

“Chiang Kai-shek didn’t yet have Shanghai m his 
power.” 

“Before a month is up we’ll have him outlawed by the 
Central Committee of the Kuommtang ” 

“After he has crushed us What difference can it make 
to those generals of the Central Committee whether the 
Commumst militants are killed or not? They’ll be just 
that much ahead' Don’t you thmk— really— that the ob- 
session with economic fatahty is preventing the Chmese 
Communist Party, and perhaps Moscow, from seemg the 
elementary necessity which is under our very noses?” 

“That IS opportunism.” 

''Very well' Accordmg to you Lemn shouldn’t have 
used the parcelmg of lands as a slogan (for that matter 
it was featured much more prommently in the program 
of the socialist-revolutionaries, who didn’t have the re- 
motest idea of how to apply it, than m the program 
of the bolsheviks). The parceling of lands was the estab- 
lishment of petty property, therefore he should have 
advocated, not parcelmg, but immediate collectivization 
—the sovkhozes Smee he was successful you can see 
that It was a question of tactics. For us also it’s only a 
question of tactics' You’re losmg control of the 
masses. . . .” 

“Do you imagine Lenin kept it from February to 
October?” 

“He lost It at moments But he was always ’imth them, 
movmg m the same direction. As for you, your slogans 
go against the current It’s not a matter of a mere side- 
step, but of directions which wiU become more and 
more divergent. To act on the masses as you expect to 
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Jo, you would have to be in power That doesn’t happen 
CO be the case.” , 

“All this IS beside the point,” said Ch’en 

“You won’t stop the activity of the peasants,” Kyo 
answered “At the present moment we Communists are 
issmng to the masses orders which they can consider 
only as betrayals Do you think they will understand 
your waiting slogans?” 

“Even if I were a coohe m the Shanghai port I would 
think that obedience to the Party is the only logical at- 
titude— in short— of a militant Communist. And that all 
the arms must be given up ” 

Ch’en got up 

“It’s not through obedience that men go out of their 
way to get killed— nor through obedience that they 
kill. . . . Except cowards ” 

Vologin shrugged his shoulders. 

“We mustn’t consider assassination— after all— as the 
chief path to political truth ” 

Ch’en was leaving 

“At the fiist meeting of the Central Committee I shall 
piopose tne unmediate parcelmg of lands,” said Kyo, 
holdmg out his hand to Vologin, “the cancellation of 
credits.” 

“The Committee won’t vote them,” answered Volo- 
gin, smiling for the first time 

Ch’en, a squat shadow on the sidewalk, was waitmg. 
Kyo joined him after having obtamed the address of his 
friend Possoz he was in charge of the harbor commis- 
sion 

“Listen . . said Ch’en. 

The vibration of the prmting-presses, transmitted by 
the ground, controlled and regular like that of a ship’s 



engine, went right through them, in the sleepmg city 
the delegation building was awake with all its lighted 
wmdows, across which black figures moved back and 
forth They walked, their two similar shadows befons 
them the same figures, the same effect of their sweater- 
necks The straw-huts glimpsed through the perspectivi ' 
of the streets, with their purgatory silhouettes, disap- 
peared in the depth of the calm and almost solemn mght, 
m the smell of fish and burnt grease, Kyo could not freij 
himself from that reverberation of maclunes transmittei I 
by the soil to his muscles— as if those machines for manu- 
facturmg truth were encountering, withm himself, Vo- 
logm’s hesitations and afiirmations. Durmg his journey 
up the river he had constantly felt how poorly informed 
he really was, how diflScult it was for him to get a sohd 
basis for his activity if he no longer consented purely 
and simply to obey the mstructions of the International. 
But the International was wrong. It was no longer pos- 
sible to gain time. The Communist propaganda had 
reached the masses hke a flood, because it was what they 
wanted, because it was their own. However cautious 
Moscow imght be, this propaganda could no longer be 
stopped, Chiang knew it and was henceforth committed 
to crushing the Commumsts. There lay the only cer- 
tainty. Perhaps the Revolution could have been con- 
ducted m some other way, but it was too late The Com- 
munist peasants would take over the lands, the Commu- 
nist workers would demand a different labor system, the 
Communist soldiera would no longer fight unless they 
knew why they were fightmg— whether Moscow wanted 
it or not. 

Moscow and the enemy capitals of the West could 
organize their opposmg passions over there m the night 
and attempt to mold them mto a world. The Revolurion, 
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so long in partunnon, had reached the moment of its 
dehvery now it would have to give birth or die. At the 
same time that the fellowship of the mght brought Ch’en 
closer to him, Kyo was seized by a feelmg of depend- 
ence, the anguish of bemg nothmg more than a man, 
ban himself, there came back to him the memory of 
Jhmese Mohammedans he had seen, on mghts just like 
this, prostrate on the plams covered with sun-scorched 
lavender, howlmg those songs that for thousands of 
years have tom the man who suffers and who knows 
he IS to die. Why had he come to Hankow^ To mform 
the International of the situation m Shanghai The In- 
ternational was as determmed as he had become What 
he had heard, much more distmctly than the arguments 
of Vologin, was the silence of the factories, the distress 
of the dymg city, bedecked with revolutionary glory, 
but dymg none the less. They might as well bequeath 
this cadaver to the next insurrectional wave, mstead of 
lettmg It dissolve m crafty schemes. No doubt they 
were all condemned the essential was that it should not 
be m vam. It was certam that Qi’en also felt bound to 
him by a pnsoner’s fnendship* 

“It’s not knowing ...” said the latter. “If it’s a 
question of kilhng Chiang Kai-shek, I know. As for 
this fellow Vologm, it’s all the same to him I guess, but 
for him, instead of murder, it’s obedience. For people 
ivho hve as we do there must be a certainty. For him^ 
canymg out orders is sure, I suppose, as killing is for 
me. Somethmg must be sure. Must be.” 

He was silent. 

“Do you dream much?” he went on. 

“No. Or at least I don’t remember my dreams much.” 

^ “I dream almost every night. There is also distrac- 
tion-day-dreammg When I let myself go, I sometimes 
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see the shadow of a cat, on the ground more terrible 
than anything real. But there is nothmg worse than 
dreams.” 

“Than what kmd of real thmg?” 

“I’m not the sort to feel remorse. In the business of 
murder the difficult thmg isn’t to kill— the thmg is not to 
go to pieces to be stronger than . . . what happens 
inside one at that moment ” 

Bitterness^ Impossible to judge by the tone of voice, 
and Kyo could not see his face. In the sohtude of the 
street the muffled hum of a distant car died away with 
the wmd, which left the fragrance of orchards traihng 
among the camphor odors of the night. 

“. . . If It were only that. . . . No. It’s worse. Crea' 
tures.” 

Ch’en repeated* 

“Creatures. . . . Octopuses especially. And I always 
remember.” 

In spite of the vast reaches of the night, Kyo felt near 
to turn as m a closed room. 


“Has this lasted long^” 

“Very. As long as I can remember. For some time it’s 
been less frequent. And I only remember . . . those 
things I hate memories, as a rule. And I seldom have 


any my life is not m the past^it|sbefore_me,!: 
Silence. 


“. . . The only thmg I’m afraid of— afraid— is going 
to sleep. And I go to sleep every day.” 

A clock struck ten. Some people were quarrehng, in 
short Chmese yelps, deep m the mght. 

“. . . or gomg mad Those octopuses, night and day, 
3 whole hfe-tune . . . And one never kills oneself, it 


appears, when one is mad. . . . Never.” 
“Does kilhng change your dreams?” 
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"I don’t thinlf so rU tell you after . . . Chiang.” 

Kyo had once and for all accepted the fact that his 
hfe was menaced, and that he was hving among men 
who knew that theirs was dady menaced courage did 
not astonish him But it was the first time that he en- 
countered the fascmation of death, m this friend whom 
he could scarcely see, who spoke m an absent-minded 
voice— as if his words were brought forth by the same 
nocturnal power as his own anguish, by the all-powerful 
intimacy of anxiety, sdence and fatigue . . . However, 
his voice had just changed. 

“Do you thmk of it with . . . with anxiety?” 

“No . . . With . . 

He hesitated 

“I’m looking for a word stronger than joy. There is 
ao word. Even m Chmese A . . . complete peace A 
kind of . . . how do you say it? of . I don’t know. 
There is only one thing that is even deeper. Farther from 
man, nearer . . . Do you know opium?” 

“Scarcely ” 

“Then It’s hard to explain. Nearer what you call . . , 
ecstasy. Yes. But thick. Deep. Not hght. An ecstasy 
towards . . . downward.” 

“And It’s an idea that gives you that?” 

‘Yes my own death.” 

Stdl that distracted voice. “He will kill himself,” 
thought Kyo. He had hstened to his father enough to 
know that he who seeks the absolute with such uncom- 
promising zeal can find it only in sensation A craving 
for the absolute, a cravmg for immortality— hence a 
fear of death Ch’en should have been a coward; but he 
felt, hke every mystic, that his absolute could be seized 
only in the moment. Whence no doubt hk disdain fat 
everything that did not lead to the moment that would 
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join him to himself in a dizzy embrace. From this human 
form which Kyo could not even see emanated a bhnd 
force which dominated it— the formless matter of which 
fatahty is made There was somethmg mad about this 
silent comrade meditatrag upon his famihar visions of 
horror, but also something sacred— as there always is, 
about the presence of the inhuman. Perhaps he would 
kill Quang only to kill himself. As Kyo tried to make 
out through the darkness that angular face with its 
kindly bps, he felt in himself the shudder of the pri- 
mordial anguish, the same as that which threw Ch’en 
mto the arms of the octopuses of sleep and mto those of 
death. 

“My father beheves,” said Kyo slowly, “that the es- 
sence of man is anguish, the consciousness of liK own 
fatahty, from which all fears are bom, even the fear of 
death . . . but that opium frees you from it therein 
hes Its virtue ” 

“One can always find terror m himself. One only 
needs to look deep enough forranately one can act, if 
Moscow gives me its approval, it’s all the same to me, if 
Moscow disapproves, the simplest thing is to know noth- 
ing about It. I’m leavmg. Do you want to stay?” 

“I want to see Possoz before anything else. And you 
won’t be able to leave you have no visa.” 

“Fm leavmg. Certainly.” 

“How?” 

“I don’t know. But I’m leavmg. I am sure of it. It was 
necessary that I kill Tang Yen Ta, and it is necessary 
that I leave. Certainly I shall leave.” 

Indeed, Kyo felt that Ch’en’s will in the matter played 
a very small rdle. If destiny hved somewhere, it was 
tiiere tonight, by his side. 
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“"Vou find It important that it should be you who 
carry out the plot against Chiang^” 

“No. . . And yet I wouldn’t want to leave it to an- 

other.” 

“Because you wouldn’t trust anyone else^ ” 

“Because I don’t hke the women I love to be kissed 
by others ” 

The words opened the flood-gates to all the suffenng 
Kyo had forgotten he suddenly felt himself separated 
from Ch’en. They had reached the river Ch’en cut the 
rope of one of the skiffs moored to the wharf, and 
pushed off. Already he was out of sight, but Kyo could 
hear the splashmg of the oars at regular mtervals above 
the lappmg of water against the banks He knew some 
terrorists They asked no questions. They composed a 
group murderous insects, they hved by their bond of 
umon in a tragic narrow group. But Ch’en . . 

Pumumg his thoughts without changing his pace Kyo 
was heading towards the Harbor Comrmssion. “His boat 
will be stopped at the very start. . . He reached 
some large buildings guarded by army soldiers, almost 
empty compared to those of the International. In the 
hallways soldiers were sleepmg or playmg “thirty-six ” 
He found his fnend without any trouble. A kmdly 
apple-round face— the ruddy cheeks of a vine-grower, 
the gray droopmg mustache of a Gaul warrior— khaki 
civihan garb Possoz had been an anarchist-syndicalist 
worker m Switzerland, had gone to Russia after the 
war and become a Bolshevik Kyo had known him m 
Peking and had confidence in him. They shook hands 
quietly m Hankow any ghost was a normal visitor. 

“The stevedores are there,” said a soldier, 

“Have them come m.” 

The soldier went out. Possoz turned to Kyo: 
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“You observe that Fm not doing a damn thmg, old 
fellow. When I was given the supervision of the port 
we estimated three hundred ships on an average there 
aren’t ten. . . 

The port slept beneath the open windows no sirens, 
nothmg but the steady lappmg of water against the 
banks and the piles. A great ghastly hght passed across 
the walls of the room the searchlights of the distant gun- 
boats were sweepmg the river. A sound of footsteps. 

Possoz drew his revolver from its holster, placed it on 
his desk. 

“They’ve attacked the Red Guard with iron bars,” 
he said to Kyo 

“The Red Guard is armed.” 

“The danger wasn’t that they would knock down 
the guards, old fellow, it was that the guards would 
pass over to their side.” 

The beams from the searchhghts returned, cast their 
enormous shadows upon the white inside wall, returned 
to the mght at the very moment the stevedores were 
entermg four, five, six, seven. In workmg-blues, one of 
them naked to the waist. Handcuffs A vanety of faces, 
hard to make out m the shadow, but, m common, a 
glow of hatred. With them two Chmese guards, Nagan 
pistols at their sides The stevedores remamed as if glued 
to one another Hatred, but also fear. 

“The Red Guards are workers,” said Possoz in Chi- 
nese. 

Silence. 

“If they are guards, it’s for the Revolution, not for 
themselves.” 

“And to eat,” said one of the stevedores. 

“It’s right that the rations should go to those who 
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fight. What do you want to do with them^' Gamble 
for them at ‘thiriy-six’^” 

“Give them to everyone.” 

“Already there isn’t enough for a few. The govern- 
ment IS determmed to use the greatest lemency towards 
the proletarians, even when they are mistaken If the 
Red Guard were everywhere killed off, the generals and 
foreigners would seize the power again as before— come, 
now, you know that perfectly well. Well, then? Is that 
what you want?” 

“Before, we used to eat ” 

“No,” said Kyo to the workers* “before, we didn’t 
eat I know— I’ve been a docker And to die )ust for the 
sake of dymg— well, it imght as weU be m order to be- 
come men” 

The whites of all those eyes which caught the feeble 
hght grew imperceptibly larger, they med to get a bet- 
ter look at this fellow m the sweater who had a Japanese 
air, who spoke with the accent of the Northern prov- 
inces, and who claimed to have been a coohe. 

“Promises,” answered one of them in a mujffied voice 

“Yes,” said another “We have especially the right 
to go on strike and to die of starvation My brother is 
n the army Why did they kick out of his division all 
those who demanded the formation of soldiers’ Unions?” 

He was raismg his voice. 

“Do you think the Russian Revolution was accom- 
plished m a day?” asked Possoz. 

“The Russians did what they wanted.” 

Useless to argue all they could do was to try to 
determme the depth of the revolt. 

“The attack on the Red Guard is a counter-revolu- 
tionary act, punishable by death. You know it.” 

A pause. 
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“If we put you at liberty, what would you do?” 

They looked at each other; the darkness made it im- 
possible to see the expressions on then: faces In spite of 
the revolvers and the handcuffs Kyo sensed the atmos- 
phere prepanng for one of those Chmese bargainings 
which he had so often encountered m the Revolution 

“If we get work?” asked one of the prisoners. 

“When there is any.” 

“Then, in the memtime, if the Red Guard prevents 
us from eating, we shall attack the Red Guard. I hadn’t 
eaten for three days. Nothmg at all ” 

“Is It true that they eat m prison?” 

“You’ll see for yourselves ” 

Possoz rang without saymg an5rthmg further, and the 
soldiers led die prisoners away 

“That’s the worst part of it,” he went on, in French 
this time, “they’re begmning to think that they’re fed 
in prison hke roosters who are beu^ fattened.” 

“Why didn’t you try harder to convmce them, smce 
you had them brought up?” 

Possoz shrugged his shoulders m utter discourage- 
ment. 

“My dear chap, I had them brot^ht up because I al- 
ways hope they will tell me sometlung else. And yet 
there are the others, the chaps who work fifteen, sixteen 
hours a day without coming forward with a smgle de- 
mand, and who’ll keep nght on until we’re qmet, come 
what may. . . .” 

He had just used a Swiss expression, which surprised 
Kyo. Possoz smiled and his teeth, like the eyes of the 
stevedores a mmute before, glistened m the dim hght, 
under the obscure streak of his mustache 

“You’re lucky to have kept your teeth like that, with 
the hfe one leads in the country J’ 
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“No, my dear chap, not at all it’s a set I got m Chang- 
sha, Dentists don’t seem to have been affected by the 
Revolution. And you? You’re a delegate? What m the 
world are you doing here?” 

Kyo explained to him, without speaking of Ch’en. 
Possoz was listening to him, more and more uneasy 

“All that, my dear chap, is very possible, and all the 
more pity. Listen— I have worked with watches for 
fifteen years I know what gears are, the way they de- 
pend on one another. If you don’t have confidence m the 
International, musm’t belong to the Party.” 

“Half the International beheves we should create the 
soviets ” 

“There is a general Ime that directs us— must follow 
it.” 

“And give up our arms' A Ime that leads us to fire 
on the proletariat is necessarily bad When the peasants 
take the lands, the generals now arrange to mvolve a 
few Communist troops m the repression Would you be 
wilhng to fire on the peasants, yes or no?” 

“My dear chap, one isn’t perfect. I’d fire m the air, 
and that’s probably what the fellows are domg I’d pre- 
fer it not to happen. But that’s not the mam thmg.” 

“Try to understand, old man it’s as if I saw a fellow 
aimmg at you, there, and we should be discussmg the 
danger of revolver bullets. . . . Chiang Kai-shek can- 
not do otherwise than massacre us. And afterwards 
It’ll be the same thmg with the generals out here, our 
‘alhes’’ And they will be logical. We’ll all be massacred, 
without even maintaining the digmty of the Party, 
which we lead every day to the whorehouse with a 
gang of generals, as if it were the place where it be- 
longed. ...” 

“If each one is going to act according to his taste, it’s 
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all up with us. If the fatemational succeeds everyone 
will shout. Hurrah' and at that we won’t be wrong 
But if we fire at its legs it will certainly fad, and the 
essential is that it should succeed, ... I loiow they say 
Communists have been made to fire on peasants, but are 
you sure of it, what I caU sure'^ You haven’t seen it 
yourself, and after all— I know of course you don’t do 
It on purpose, but just the same— it smts your theory to 
believe it. . . 

“The mere fact that it’s bemg said among us would 
be enough. It’s not the moment to undertake a six 
months’ mvestigation ” 

Why argue? It wasn’t Possoz that Kyo wanted to 
convmce, but those m Shanghai, and no doubt they were 
already convinced now, just as he had been confirmed 
in his decision by Hankow itself, by the scene he had 
just witnessed He now had only one desire to leave 

A Chmese non-commissioned officer entered, all his 
features elongated and his body shghtly stooped, hke 
one of those ivory figures carved mto the concave but- 
tresses of battlements. 

“We’ve just caught a man m a boat who was secretly 
trymg to get away ” 

Kyo held his breath. 

“He claims to have received authorization from you 
to leave Hankow He’s a merchant.” 

Kyo recovered his breath 

“Have given no authorization,” said Possoz. “Doesn’t 
concern me Send to the police ” 

The rich who were arrested would claim a relation 
to some official they sometimes managed to see hun 
alone, and would offer him money. It was wiser than 
to let oneself be shot without trymg to do something. 
“Wait'” 





Possoz drew out a list from his folder, muttered some 
names. 

‘"All right. The fellow’s even on here We were look- 
ing for him Let the police take care of him'” 

The officer went out. The list, a sheet from a note- 
book, remained on the blotter Kyo was still thmkmg 
of Ch’en 

“It’s the hst of people we’re lookmg for,” said Possoz, 
who saw that Kyo’s eyes remamed fixed on the paper 
“We get descriptions of the last ones by phone, before 
the ships leave— when ships do leave. . . 

“May I see it?” 

Possoz handed it to him fourteen names Ch’en’s was 
not on it It was impossible that Vologin should not 
have understood that he would attempt to leave Hankow 
as soon as possible And, even on a chance, to have him 
watched m case he tried to leave would have been no 
more than common precaution “The International does 
not want to take the responsibility for Chiang Kai-shek’s 
death,” thought Kyo, “but perhaps it would accept such 
a misfortune without despair. ... Is that why Volo- 
gm’s answers were so vague? . . .” He gave back the 
list. 

“I’m going to leave,” Ch’en had said It was easy to 
explain that departure; but the explanation was not suf- 
ficient. Ch’en’s unexpected arrival, Vologm’s reticences, 
the list, Kyo understood all that; but each of Ch’en’s 
gestures brought him nearer again to murder, and thmgs 
themselves seemed to be pulled along by his destiny. 
Moths fluttered about the little lamp “Perhaps Ch’en 
is a moth who secrete his own light— in which he will 
destroy himself . . . Perhaps man himself . . ” Is it 
only the fatality of others that one sees, never one’s 
own? Was it not like a moth that he himself now wanted 
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to leave for Shanghai as soon as possible, to maintain the 
sections at any pnce? The olBcer came back, which 
gave him an opportumty to leave 
The peace of the mght once more Not a siren, noth- 
ing but the lappmg of the water. Along the banks, near 
the street-lamps cracldmg with insects, coolies lay sleep- 
mg in postures of people afflicted with the plague. Here 
and there, httle round red posters, on them was figured 
a smgle character HUNGER He felt, as he had a 
while ago with Ch’en, that on this very mght, m aU 
Chma, and throughout the West, mcluding half of Eu- 
rope, men were hesitating as he was, tom by the same 
torment between their discipline and the massacre of 
their own kmd. Those stevedores who were protesting 
did not understand But, even when one understood, 
how choose the sacnfice, here, m this city to which the 
West looked for the destmy of four hundred million 
men and perhaps its own, and which was sleeping on the 
edge of the river m the uneasy sleep of the famished— 
m impotence, m wretchedness, m hatred? 
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Part Four 




April 1 1 


A Twelve-thirty nomt 

LMOST alone in the bar-room of the httle Grosve- 
Qor Hotel— polished walnut, bottles, mckel, flags— Clap- 
pique was revolving an ash-tray on his out-stretched 
forefinger Count Shpilevski, for whom he was waitmg, 
entered Clappique crumpled a piece of paper on which 
he had )ust been makmg an imagmary gift to each of 
his friends. 


“E>oes this 1-httle sun-bathed village behold your 
affairs prospering, my good man^” 

“Hardly. But they’ll be all right at the end of tlie 
month. I’m takmg orders for foodstuffs. Only from Eu- 
ropeans, of course.” 

Shpilevski’s curved slender nose, his bald forehead, his 
brushed-back gray hair and his cheek-bones aU created 
the odd impression that he habitually disguised himself 
as an eagle This in spite of his very simple white clothes. 
A monocle accentuated the cancature. 

“The question, you see, my dear fnend, would nat- 
urally be to find some twenty thousand francs. With 
this sum one can make a very honorable place for him- 
self in the food busmess ” 

“Into my arms, my good fellow! You want a l-litde, 
no, an place m the food business^ Bravo’ . » 

“I didn’t know you had so many . . . whatd’you- 
call’ems . , . prejuices.” 

Clappique regarded the eagle out of the comer of his 
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eye a former saber-champion in Cracow, officers’ section. 

“Me!* Fm full of them, riddled with them' I burst 
with them' Just imagme— if I had that money, I would 
use It to imitate a Dutch high official m Sumatra who 
every year, on his way home to caress his tuhps in Hol- 
land, used to pass along the coast of Arabia, my dear fel- 
low, he got It mto his head (I must tell you that this 
happened m about r86o) to go and loot the treasures 
of Mecca It appears that they are considerable, and all 
gold, m great black cellars where the pilgrims have 
thrown them smce the beginnmg of time. Well, it’s m 
that cellar that I would like to hve. . . . Anyway, my 
tuhp-fancier gets an inheritance and goes to the Antilles 
to gather a crew of freebooters, to talce Mecca by sur- 
prise, with a lot of modem arms— double-barreled guns, 
detachable bayonets, and what not. Embarks these fel- 
lows— not a word'— takes them there. . . 

He put his forefinger to his bps, enjoymg the Pole’s 
curiosity, which resembled a participation in the con- 
spiracy. 

“Good' They mutiny, meticulously murder him, and 
with the ship they go m for an unimaginative piracy, in 
any kmd of an ocean. It’s a true story— a moral one, 
what’s more But, as I was saying, if you count on me 
to find the twenty thousand francs— madness . . . mad- 
ness, I tell you' Do you want me to go around and see 
people, or something of that kmd? I’ll do that. Besides, 
smce I have to pay your confounded police for ever}' 
deal I make, I’d rather it should be you than someone 
else But while the houses are going up m flames these 
fellows are about as mterested m opium and cocame as 

He began once more to revolve the ash-tray. 

“I am opeakmg about it to you.” said Shpilevski, “be- 
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cause if I expect to succeed I naturally have to speak to 
everyone I should have, at least . . . waited. But . . •” 
changing his manner . I just wanted to render you 
a service when I begged you to come and offer me this 
alcohol (it’s synthetic). Listen leave Shanghai tomor- 
row.” 

“Ah' Ah! Ah!” said Clappique, in a nsmg scale. An 
automobile horn outside sounded an arpeggio like an 
echo “Because^” 

“Because. My pohce, as you say, have their virtues. 
Get out.” 

Clappique knew he could not insist. For a second he 
wondered if perhaps there was not in this a hidden 
maneuver to obtam the twenty thousand francs? O 
folly' 

“And I would have to get out tomorrow?” 

He looked at the bar, its shakers, its nickeled rail, as 
at old friendly objects. 

“At the latest. But you won’t leave. I see it. At least 1 
have warned you.” 

A hesitant gratitude (counteracted less by suspicion 
than by the nature of the advice which was being giver 
him, by his ignorance of what threatened him) slowly 
worked its way mto Clappique’s consciousness. 

“What? Better luck than I had expected?” the Pole 
went on, noticing the change, he took his arm. “Leave! 
There’s some story about a ship . . .” 

“But I had nothmg to do with it'” 

“Leave.” 

“Can you tell me if Old Gisors is implicated?” 

“I don’t think so. Young Gisors, more likely.” 

The Pole was obviously well informed Clappique 
placed his hand on the one before him on the table. 

“I’m terribly soriy not to have that money to pay for 
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your groceries, my good fellow perhaps you’re savmg 
aiy hfe. ... But I still have a few odds and ends-two 
or three statues take them.” 

“No ” 

“Why not?” 

“No.” 

“Ah' . . . Not a word? So be it. Just the same T’d 
like to know why you won’t take my statues.” 

Shpilevski looked at him 

“When one has lived as I have, how could one be in 
this— whatd’youcallit— profession, if one did not . . . 
compensate once m a while?” 

“I doubt that there are many professions which don’t 
obhge one to compensate. . . .” 

“Yes. For instance, you have no idea how poorly 
guarded the shops are. . . .” 

Wbat connection? Clappique was on the pomt of ask- 
ing. But he knew from experience that such apparently 
disconnected speeches are always interestmg. And he 
was really anxious to render this man a service, if only 
by lettmg him talk. He was none the le^ embarrassed 
to the point of discomfort 

“You watch the shops?” 

For him the police were an organization of swindlers 
and blackmailers, a body charged with raismg clandes- 
tine taxes on opium and gambhng houses. The members 
of the police whom he had to deal with (and particu- 
larly Shpilevski) were always adversanes who were 
half accomplices. On the other hand he loathed and 
dreaded informers. But Shpilevski answered: 

‘Watch? No, not exactly. Whatd’youcallit? . . . The 
opposite.” 

“Really' Individual repnsals?” 

“It’s only for toys, you understand. I no longar have 
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enough money to buy toys for my little boy. It's very 
painful. All the more as I’m only fond of the kid when 
I make him— whatd’youcalht— happy. And I don’t know 
how to make him happy in any other way. It’s difficult.” 

“But look here— do take my statues. You don’t need 
to take everything, if you don’t want to.” 

“I beg you, I beg you. ... So I go mto the shops, 
and I say . . . (He threw back his head, contracting 
the muscles of his forehead and his left cheek around his 
monocle, m aU seriousness.) ‘I am an mventor An in- 
ventor and manufacturer, naturally. I’ve come to see 
yoiur models ’ They let me look I take one of them, 
never more Sometimes they watch me, but it’s rare.” 

“And if you were found out^” 

He pulled out his pocket-book and opened it m front 
of Clappique, showing his policeman’s card. He shut 
it agam, and his hand descnbed a curiously vague ges- 
ture: 

“I occasionally have the money. ... I could also lose 
my job. . . . But anythmg may happen. . . .” 

Highly astonished, Clappique suddenly discovered 
himself to be a man of seriousness and weight As he had 
never regarded himself as responsible for his own ac- 
tions, he was surprised 

“I must warn young Gisors,” he tliought to himself. 


One o'clock in the afternoon 

Ch’en, who was ahead of time, walked along the quay, 
a brief-case under one ann He encountered many Euro'' 
peans whom he knew by sj^ht at this hour almost all 
of them were going to the bars of the Shanghai Qub 
or of one of the ne%hbonng hotels i<x a dtiak aMb ^ 



chat. A hand fell gently on bs shoulder, from behmd. 
He started, put his hand to his mside pocket where his 
cevolver was hidden. 

“It’s been a long tune since we’ve met, Ch’en. . . . 
Do you want to . . 

He turned round, it was the pastor Smithson, his first 
teacher. He immediately recognized the handsome— 
now badly ravaged— face of the American, which be- 
trayed a stram of Sioux blood. 

“. . . to walk along with me?” 

Ch’en preferred to walk m the company of a white 
man. It was safer, and it was iromc he had a bomb in 
his brief-case. The correct coat he was wearing gave 
hun the feehng that his very mmd was under constramt, 
the presence of a compamon completed the disguise— 
and, through an obscure superstition, he did not want 
to hurt the pastor’s feehngs. He had counted the vehicles 
for a minute, a httle while before, to find out (odd or 
even) whether he would succeed the answer was favor- 
able He was exasperated with hunself He might as well 
chat with Smithson, free himself m this way from his 
imtation. 

Tins irritation did not escape the pastor, but he mis- 
interpreted It 

“Are you suffermg, Ch’en?” 

“No.” 

He still kept his affection for his former master, but 
not without rancor 

The old man took Ch’en’s arm in his own 

“I pray for you every day, Ch’en. What have you 
found m place of the faith you have abandoned?” 

He was looking at him with a deep affection, which 
however was in no way paternal, Ch’en hesitated. 
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*‘I am not of those whom happiness has any concern 
with. , . 

“Happiness is not the only thmg, Ch’en— there ii 
peace.” 

“No Not for me.” 

“For aU. . . 

The pastor shut his eyes, and Ch’en had the impression 
of leading a bhnd man by the arm 

“I’m not looking for peace. I’m lookmg for . . . the 
opposite ” 

Smithson looked at him 

“Beware of pnde ” 

“Who tells you that I have not found my faith?” 

“What political faith can account for the world’s suf- 
fermg?” 

“I am more anxious to diminish it than to account for 
It. The tone of your voice is full of ... of humaneness. 
I don’t like a humaneness which comes from the con- 
templation of suffermg.” 

“Are you sure there is any other, Ch’en?” 

‘Wait— difficult to explam. . . . There is another, ac 
least, which is not composed only of that . . 

“What pohtical faith will destroy death. . . .” 

The pastor’s tone was not one of mterrogation, but 
rather of sadness Ch’en remembered his conversation 
with Gisors, whom he had not seen smce the night of 
the murder. Gisors used his mtelhgence m his own serv- 
ice, not m God’s 

“I’ve told you that I wasn’t lookmg for peace.” 

“Peace. . . .” 

The pastor was silent. They contmued walkmg 

“My poor little fellow,” he went on at last, “each of 
us knows only his own unhappiness.” His arm pressed 
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Ch’en’s. “Do you think every really religious life as not 
a daily conversion'' . . 

They were both looking at the sidewalk, and seemed 
to have contact only through their mterlocked arms. 

. a daily conversion . . the pastor repeated with 
a weary emphasis, as though those words were merely 
the echo of an obsession. Ch’en did not answer This 
mari was speaking of himself and he was teUmg the 
truth Like Ch’en, this man lived his idea he was some- 
thing more than a restless bundle of flesh Under hiS left 
arm, the bnef-case and the bomb, under his right arm, 
that arm t^htly pressmg his “ . a daily conver- 

sion . . This confidence spoken in a tone of secrecy 
made the pastor suddenly appear in a pathetic hght. So 
near to murder, Ch’en was attuned to every land of 
suflermg 

“Each mght, Ch’en, I shall pray God to dehver you 
from pride. (I pray especially at night it is favorable 
to prayer ) If He grant you humihty, you will be saved. 
Now at last I can read m your eyes and understand, as I 
could not a while ago, . . 

It was with his suffering, and not with his words, that 
Ch’en had entered into communion. Those last words, 
those words of a fisherman who dunks he feels the puU 
of a fish, stirred in him an anger which rose painfully, 
without altogether banishmg a furtive pity He was 
completely baffled by his own feelmgs. 

“Listen,” he said “Listen to this. In two hours I shall 
kill a man.” 

He looked straight into the eyes of his companion, this 
time Without reason, he raised a tremblmg hand to his 
face, crumpled the lapel of his coat 

“Can you still read in my eyes^*” 

No. He was alone. Still alone. His hand released Wb 
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coat, attached itself to the pastor’s coat-lapel as though 
he were going to shake him, the latter placed his hand 
on Ch’en’s They remamed thus, m the middle of the 
sidewalk, motionless, as if ready to struggle, a passer-by 
stopped. He was a white man, and he thought they were 
quarrelmg. 

“It’s a horrible he,” said the pastor m a muiSled voice. 

Ch’en’s arm fell to his side He could not even laugh. 
“A he'” he shouted to the passer-by. The latter shrugged 
his shoulders and went off. Ch’en made a sudden about- 
face and left almost at a run. 

He finally found his two companions, more tlian a 
kilometer away. “All dolled up,” with their creased hats, 
their busmess-suits, which had been picked out to avoid 
attractmg attention to the brief-cases, one containing a 
bomb, and the other some grenades Suan— a redskm type 
of Chmaman, with an aquihne nose— was musmg, look- 
ing mto space, Pei . . . Ch’en had never noticed before 
how extremely adolescent his face seemed The round 
shell-rimmed glasses perhaps accentuated his youth. 
They started off, reached the Avenue of the Two Re- 
publics, with all Its shops open, it was returning to every- 
day life. 

Chiang Klai-shek’s ear would reach the avenue by a 
narrow street that c^me into it at a nght angle. It would 
slow down to make the turn They would have to see it 
come, and throw the bomb as it slowed down. The gen- 
eral passed every day between one and one-fifteen on 
his way to lunch. The one who was watchmg the httle 
street would have to signal to the other two as soon as 
he saw the car. An antique-dealer’s shop just across the 
street was a good vantage-pomt, if only the man did 
not belong to the police. Ch’en himself would be the 
look-out. He stationed Pei m the avenue, dose to the 
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spot where the car would end its turn before picking up 
speed, Suan, a httle farther on. Ch’en would give the 
s^nal and throw the first bomb. If the car did not stop, 
whether it was hit or not, the other two would throw 
their bombs in then turn. If it stopped, they would run 
towards it the street was too narrow for it to turn. 
There lay the possibihty of failure If he missed them, 
the guards on the runmng-boards would open fire to 
prevent anyone from approachmg. 

Ch’en and his companions now had to separate. There 
were surely plain-clothes men m the crowd, along the 
whole way traveled by the car. From a small Chinese 
bar Pei was gomg to watch for Ch’en’s signal, farther 
off, Suan would wait for Pei to come out. At least one 
of them would probably be kiUed, Ch’en no doubt. 
They were afraid to speak— afraid of the finality of 
words They separated without even shaking hands. 

Ch’en entered the shop of the antique-dealer and 
asked to see one of those small bronzes found m excava- 
tions. The dealer pulled a stack of purple satm boxes 
from a drawer. They tumbled m a pile on the counter, 
and he began to spread them out. He was not from 
Shanghai, but from the North or from Turkestan, his 
sparse, soft mustache and beard, the narrow shts of his 
eyes, were those of a low-class Mohammedan, as was also 
his obsequious mouth, but not his ridgeless face, which 
resembled that of a flat-nosed goat. Anyone who de- 
nounced a man found on the general’s path carrying a 
bomb would receive a fat sum of money and great esteem 
among his people. And this wealthy bourgeois was per- 
haps a smcere partisan of Chiang Kai-shek. 

“Have you been in Shanghai long?” he asked Ch’en. 
What sort of fellow was this strange customer? His 
embarrassment, his constramt, his lack of curiosity m the 
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objects displayed, made the dealer uneasy. The young 
man was perhaps not used to wearmg European clothes. 
Ch’en’s thick hps^ in spite of his sharp proffle, gave him 
a good-natured look. The son of some rich peasant from 
the interior? But the big fanners did not collect ancient 
bronzes Was he buymg for a European? He was neither 
a houseboy nor an agent— and if he was a collector him- 
self, he was looking at the objects he was being shown 
with very httle love he seemed to be thinkmg of some- 
thmg else. 

For Ch’en was already watchmg the street. Frort 
the shop he could see to a distance of two hundred me • 
ters. How long would he be able to see the car? But 
what chance had he to calculate while confronted with 
this fool’s cunosity? First of all he had to answer. To 
remam silent was stupid 

“I used to hve m the interior,” he said. “The was 
forced me to leave ” 

The other was going to question him again. Ch’en 
felt that he was makmg him uneasy. The dealer was now 
wondermg if he was not a burglar who had come to 
look over his shop to plunder it the next time disorders 
broke out, however, the young man did not ask to look 
at the finest pieces. Only bronzes or fox-heads, and of 
moderate pnce. The Japanese hke foxes, but this cus- 
tomer was not Japanese He would have to try to draw 
him out with other questions 

“No doubt you live in Hupei? Life has become very 
hard, they say, m the central provmces.” 

Ch’en was wondermg if he could not pretend to be 
partly deaf He did not dare, afraid of seemmg even 
stranger. 

“I don’t live there any more,” was all he answered. 
His tone, the structure of his sentences, had something 
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abrupt about them even in Chinese he expressed him' 
seif directly, without usmg the customary circumlocu- 
tions. But It occurred to him to start bargaimng 

“How much?” he asked, pomtmg to a clasp with a 
fox’s head such as are found m great number in tombs. 

“Fifteen dollars” 

“I should think eight would be a good pnce . . .” 

“For such a piece? How can you think . . Consider 
that I paid ten for it . . . Put my profit on it yourself ” 

Instead of answering, Ch’en was lookmg at Pei seated 
at a httle table in the open bar, his eye-glasses reflectmg 
the hght; the latter probably could not see him because 
of the wmdow-pane of the antique-shop. But he would 
see him come out. 

“I can’t pay more than time,” he said finally, as if ex- 
pressmg the result of careful reflection. “At that I can’t 
really afford it.” 

The formulas, in this realm? were traditional and they 
came readily to his lips 

“It’s my Erst deal today,” answered the antique-dealer. 
“Perhaps I’ll make this httle sacrifice of a dollar. If you 
make a sale with your first customer it’s a good 
omen. . . 

The deserted street. A rickshaw, in the distance, 
crossed it. Another. Two men appeared A dog A bi- 
cycle. The men turned to the right, the rickshaw had 
crossed. The street once more deserted, only the 
dog. . . , 

“Just the same, couldn’t you make it nme and a 
half? . . 

“All right, to show my good-will.” 

Another porcelain fox. More bargaming Ch’en, since 
his purchase, inspured greater confidence. He had earned 
vhe right to reflea, he was deciding what pnce he would 
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oiSfer, the one which would subtly correspond to the 
quahty of the object; his worthy meditation must not 
be disturbed. “In this street the car travels at forty kiloi 
meters— more than a kilometer m two mmutes. I’ll b<, 
able to see it a httle less than a nunute. Not very much. 
Pei must keep his eye nght on this door. . . .” No car 
was passmg m this street. A few bicycles. . . . He bar- 
gamed over a jade belt buckle, did not accept the deal- 
er’s pnce, said he would discuss it later. One of the 
clerks brought tea Ch’en bought a small crystal fox- 
head, for which the dealer asked only three dollars. The 
shopkeeper’s suspicion, however, had not completely 
disappeared. 

“I have some other very fine pieces, very authentic, 
with some very pretty foxes. But they are pieces of great 
value, and I don’t keep them m the shop. We could ar- 
range a meeting. . . .” 

Ch’en said nothing. 

“. . . I imght even send one of my clerks for 
them . . .” 

“I’m not mterested in the very valuable pieces. Un- 
fortunately I’m not rich enough.” 

Apparently he was not a thief, he did not even ask 
to see them. The antiquarian went back to the jade belt 
buckle, displaymg it with the dehcacy of one who spe- 
cializes in handlmg mummies, but m spite of the words 
which passed one by one between his gelatmous bps, m 
spite of his concupiscent eyes, his customer remamed m- 
different, distant. . . . Yet it was he who had picked 
out this buckle. Bargammg is a collaboration, like love; 
the dealer was mal^g love to a board. Why m the 
world did this man buy^ Suddenly he gu®ised he was 
one of those poor young men who let themselves be- 
come childishly infatuated with the Japanese prostitute 



of Chapei. They have a passion for foxes. His customer 
was buying these for some waitress or cheap geisha, if 
he was not interested in them it was because he was 
not buying them for himself (Ch’en did not cease think- 
ing about the arrival of the car, the speed with which 
he would have to open his bnef-case, pull out the bomb, 
throw It) But geishas don’t hke objects from excava- 
tions . . . Perhaps they make an exception in the case 
of httle foxes^ The young man had also bought a crystal 
object and one in porcelam . . . 

The tmy boxes, open or closed, were spread out on 
the counter. The two clerks were looking on, leamng 
on their elbows. One of them, very young, had put one 
elbow on Ch’en’s brief-case Each time he shifted his 
weight from one leg to the other he pushed it a little 
closer to the edge of the counter The bomb was on the 
nght side, three centimeters from the edge. 

Ch’en could not move Fmally he put out his arm, 
pulled the brief-case towards him, without the slightest 
difficulty. None of these men had had the sensation of 
death, nor of the failure of his plot, nothmg— a bnef- 
case which a clerk has pushed towards the edge of the 
counter and which its owner pulls back. . . . And sud'- 
denly everythmg seemed extraordmarily easy to Ch’en. 
Things, even actions, did not exist, they were dreams, 
nothmg but dreams which take possession of us because 
we give them force, but which we can just as easily 
deny. ... At this moment he heard the hom of a car: 
Chiang Kai-shek. 

He seized his brief-case hke a weapon, paid, threw 
the two httle packages mto his pocket, went out. 

The dealer was pursuing him, holding in his hand 
the belt buckle which Ch’en had refused to buy; 
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“These are pieces of jade which the Japanese ladies 
are particularly fond of” 

Would he ever get rid of this fooP 

“rU be back.” 

What merchant does not know the formula^ The car 
was approaching, much faster than usual, it seemed to 
Ch’en, preceded by the Ford of the bodyguard. 

“Go to hell'” 

The car, speedmg towards them over the uneven 
gutter-stones, was violently shakmg the two detectives 
on the runmng-boards. The Ford passed Ch’en stopped, 
opened his brief-case, and took hold of the bomb 
wrapped m a newspaper With a smile the dealer shpped 
the belt buckle into the empty pocket of the brief-case. 
In domg so he was barrmg Ch’en’s two hands 

“Pay me what you like.” 

“Go to heU'” 

Dumbfounded by this outburst, the antiquarian did 
not budge, merely gaped at Ch’en whose mouth was 
also open 

“Aren’t you a httle dP” Ch’en could no longer see 
anythmg, limp as if he were going to famt the car wa? 
passmg 

He had not been able to free himself m time from 
the antiquarian’s gesture “This customer is gomg to be 
lU,” the latter was thmkmg. He made a movement to 
support hun. With one blow, Ch’en knocked aside the 
two arms held up to him and started off. The blow left 
the dealer stunned for a moment. Ch’en was half run- 
ning. 

“My buckle'” shouted the merchant. “My buckle'’ 

It was still in the brief -case Ch’en was at a loss His 
every muscle, his every nerve was expectmg a detona- 
tion which would fill the street. Nothing. 'Ihe car had 

185 



turned, had even passed beyond Suan no doubt. And 
this fool remained there. There was no danger, since 
everything had failed What had the others been domg^ 
Ch’en began to run “Stop, thief” shouted the anti- 
quarian Other dealers appeared in the doorways Ch’en 
understood In sheer rage he wanted to run away with 
the accursed buckle, throw it somewhere But more 
onlookers were approaching He threw it m the anti- 
quarian’s face, and only then noticed that he had not 
shut his bnef-case. Smce the passmg of the car it had 
stayed open, right before the eyes of that imbecile and of 
the passers-by, the bomb visible, not even protected by 
the newspaper which had shpped aside He finally closed 
the brief-case with caution (he was on the pomt of 
banging the fibp down, he was struggling with all his 
might against his nerves) The dealer was hurrymg back 
to his shop Ch’en walked on 

“Well!>” he said to Pei as soon as he jomed him 

“What about you?” 

They looked at each other breathlessly, each wanting 
the other to speak jfirst. They stood there, outlmed m 
profile against the blurred background of the buildings— 
hovering on the verge of speech, seeming to be stuck 
to the pavement, in postures full of hesitations. The light 
of the early afternoon sun, very strong despite the 
clouds, set off Ch’en’s hawklike profile and Pei’s round- 
ish head. Among the busthng and anxious passers-by, 
those two figures with tremblmg hands, planted on their 
fore-shortened shadows, seemed completely isolated. All 
three were still carrying their brief-cases. It would not 
be wise to reanam there too long The restaurants were 
not safe. And they had already met and separated too 
many times in this street. Why.? Nothing had hap 
pened 
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“To Hemmelrich’s,” said Ch’en finally. 

They started off, picking their way through back, 
streets. 

“What happened!*” asked Suan 

Ch’en explained. As for Pei, he had been uneasy when 
he saw that Ch’en did not leave the antiquanan’s shop 
alone. He had betaken himself to the spot where he 
was to throw his bomb, a few meters from the comer. 
The cars in Shanghai dnve on the left side of the street; 
ordinarily they make a short turn, and Pei had taken 
his post on the left sidewalk, m order to throw his 
bomb at close range. As it happened, the car was going 
fast, there were no carriages m the Avenue of the Two 
RepubUcs The chauffeur had made a wide turn, thus 
skirtmg the opposite sidewalk, and Pei had found him- 
self separated from it by a nckshaw. 

“So much the worse for the nckshaw,” said Ch’en. 
“There are thousands of other coohes who can hve 
only by Chiang Kai-shek’s death ” 

“I would have missed my aim.” 

Suan had not thrown his grenades because neither of 
the bombs had gone off— he had supposed that some- 
thmg was wrong, that perhaps the general was not m 
the car. 

They were advancmg m silence between walls turned 
to a sickly pale shade by the yellowish sky, m a wretched 
sohtude littered with rubbish and telegraph wirra. 

“The bombs are mtact,” said Ch’en m a muffled voice. 
“We’ll try agam m a httle while.” 

But his two compamons were crushed, those who have 
failed in an attempted suiade rarely try it agam. As 
they went on, their bewilderment gave way to despait* 

“It’s my fault,” said Suan. 

Pei repeated: 
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“It’s my fault.” 

“Enough,” said Ch’en, exasperated. He was reflect- 
ing, as they pursued theu: wretched walk It wouldn’t 
do to start all over agam in the same way The plan was 
bad, but It was difficult to imagme another He had 
thought that . . . They reached Hemmelrich’s. 

From the back of his shop Hemmelrich heard a voice 
speakmg m Chinese, and two others which were answer- 
mg. Their pitch, their excited rhythm, had attracted his 
attenuon. “Just yesterday,” he thought to himself, “I 
saw two chaps waUang by, whose faces were enough 
to give you chrome hemorrhoids, and who certainly 
weren’t there for their pleasure. . . It was difficult 
for him to hear distmcdy upstairs the child was waihng 
mcessantly. But the voices died away and short shadows 
on the sidewalk showed that three figures were stand- 
mg there The pohee? . . Hemmelrich got up and 
walked towards the door There was nothing about his 
looks, he reflected— conscious, as always, of his flattened 
nose and his sunken chest— that could inspire fear in an 
aggressor But he recognized Ch’en even before his hand 
reached his pocket, he held it out to hun instead of 
drawing his revolver 

“Let’s go mto the back room,” said Ch’en 

All three passed m front of Hemmelrich He was ex- 
araimng them Each with a brief-case, not held care- 
lessly, but squeezed tightly under his arm 

“Listen,” said Ch’en as soon as the door was closed, 
"‘can you give us hospitality for a few hours^* To us and 
to what we have in our bnef-cases!*” 

“Bombs?” 

“Yes.” 

“No.” 

188 



The child, upstairs, was still crying His most painful 
cries had become sobs, with occasional little clucking 
sounds, as though he were weeping for fun— which made 
them all the more poignant. The records, the chairs, the 
cricket were so exactly the same as when Ch’en had 
come there after the murder of Tang Yen Ta that Hem- 
mehrich and he both remembered that mght. He said 
nothmg, but Hemmelrich guessed 

“The bombs,” he said, . I can’t at this moment. 
If they find bombs here they’ll loll my wife and the kid.” 

“Good Let’s go to Shia’s ” He was the lamp-dealer 
whom Kyo had visited on the eve of the insurrection. 
“At this hour there’s only the boy ” 

“Understand me, Ch’en the kid is very sick, and the 
mother isn’t m too good shape . . .” 

He was lookmg at Ch’en, his hands tremblmg . . . 

“You don’t know, Ch’en, you can’t know how lucky 
you are to be free' . . .” 

“Yes, I know.” 

The three Chinamen went out. 

“God damn' . . God damn'” Hemmelnch said to 

himself, “won’t I ever be m his place?” He was swear- 
mg to himself, calmly, ponderously. And he was slowly 
climbmg the stairs to the room. His Chinese wife was 
sitting, her eyes fixed on the bed. She did not turn round. 

“The lady was mce today,” said the child, “she didn’t 
hurt me hardly at all. . . .” 

The lady was May Hemmelrich remembered “Mas- 
toid . My poor fellow, we’ll have to break the 
bone. . ” Hardly more than a baby. . . . AJl he 

knew of life so far was sufCermg. Hemmelrich would 
have to “explain to him ” Explam what? That it was 
advantageous to have the bones in his head broken so 
that he wouldn’t die, so that he would be rewarded by a 

189 



life as precious and delicate as that of his father^ “Oh, 
the horror of youth'” he had said for twenty years. 
How long before he would say, “Oh, the horror of age' ” 
and pass on to his wretched offspring those two perfect 
expressions of life? A month before, the cat had dis- 
located its paw, and they had had to hold it while the 
Chinese veterinary set the bone back mto place, and the 
creature shrieked and struggled, it didn’t understand, he 
felt that It beheved it was being tortured And the cat 
was not a child, did not say “He hardly hurt me . . 

He went downstairs again The smell of the corpses, on 
which the dogs were no doubt ravenously feeding close 
by m the back-alleys, drifted m with the diffused sun- 
hght. “It’s not suffermg that is lackmg,” he thought to 
himself. 

He could not forgive himself for having refused. Like 
a tortured man who has yielded secrets, he knew that 
he would do it agam, but he could not forgive himself 
He had betrayed his youth, his desires and his dreams 
How could he help betraymg them? Some people 
wanted only what they could have But all the things 
he wanted were things he could not have. He wanted 
to give shelter to Ch’en and go with him. Go. Offset by 
violence— any kmd of violence— by bombs, this atrocious 
hfe that had poisoned him smce he was bom, that would 
poison his children in the same way. Especially his chil- 
dren He could accept his own suffermg' he had ac- 
quired the habit. . . . But not that of the children. “He 
has become very intelhgent smce he has been ill,” May 
had said. As if by chance . . . 

Go out with Ch’en, take one of the bombs hidden 
m the brief-cases, throw it. That was good sense. In fact 
the only thmg that had a sen§e, m his present hfe. Thirty- 
seven years. Anoffier thirty years to live, perhajKi. To 
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live how? The sale of these records, whose wretched 
profit he shared with Lu Yu Hsuan, by which neithei 
of them was able to hve— and, when he was old . . 
Thirty-seven years. As far as memory goes back, peo- 
ple say, his memory didn’t have to go back from be- 
ginnmg to end, it was only wretchedness. 

A bad pupil at school absent one day out of every 
two— his mother made hrai do her work so she could 
get drunk in peace The factory a laborer. A bad char- 
acter, during his mihtary service, always behind bars 
And the war. Gassed For whom, for what? For France? 
He was not Fiench, he was wretched. But m the war 
one could eat Then, sent to Indo-Chma, demobilized 
there “The climate here makes manual labor impos- 
sible . But It allowed you to die of dysentery, 
especially those who were known as bad characters. 
He had failed m Shanghai. Bombs, for God’s sake, 
bombs’ 

There was his wife, life had given him nothing else 
She had been sold for twelve dollars. Abandoned by the 
buyer whom she had ceased to please, she had come to 
him m terror, to ett, to sleep, but m the begmnmg she 
had not been able to sleep, expectmg every moment a 
display of the European wickedness and cruelty that she 
had always been told about. He had been good to her. 
Emergmg little by little from the depth of her fright, 
she had cared for him when he was ill, had worked for 
him, endured his outbursts of impotent hatred She had 
dung to him with the love of a blmd and persecuted 
dog, suspecting that he too was a blmd and persecuted 
dog. And now there was the kid. What could he do for 
him? Scarcely feed him. He had strength left only for 
the pain that he could inflict; there esasted more pain 
in the world diaa stars in the sky, but the worst of aB 
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was the pain he could inflict upon this woman to aban- 
don her by dymg. Like that starvmg Russian, down the 
street, who had become a laborer and then, one day 
when his misery was too great, had committed smcide, 
his crazed wife, m a bhnd rage, had beaten the corpse 
that was abandonmg her, with four youngsters in the 
comers of the room, one of them asking “Why do you 
fight?” . . He kept his wife, hiS kid, from dymg That 
was nothmg Less than nothing. If he had had money, if 
he could have left it to them, he would have been free 
to go and get killed As if the umverse had not treated 
him aU his hfe with kicks in the belly, it now despoiled 
him of the only digmty he could ever possess— his death 
The smell of corpses was blown m upon the motionless 
sunbeams by every gust of wind He saturated himself 
m It with a sense of gratified horror, obsessed by Ch’en 
as by a friend m the throes of death, and seeking— as 
though It were of any consequence— whether the feehng 
uppermost m him was shame, fraternity or an atrocious 
cravmg. 

Once more Ch’en and his compamons had left the 
avenue The courts and the side-streets were not closely 
watched, as the general’s car did not pass through them. 
“We must get a new plan,” Ch’en was thinkmg as he 
walked with bowed head, lookmg down at his smug 
shoes as they advanced one after the other Run into 
Chiang Kai-shck’s car with another car dnven in the 
opposite direction? But every car might be requisitioned 
by the army To try to use the fanion of a legation to 
protect the car— in case they were able to get one— was 
risky, for the pohce knew the chauflFeurs of the foreign 
ministers. Bar the way with a cart? Chiang Kai-shek was 
always preceded by the Ford with his bodyguard. Be- 
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lore a suspicious obstruction both guards and the pohce 
on the runmng-boards would open fire on whoever at- 
tempted to approach. Ch’en listened his compamons had 
begun to talk 

‘‘Many generals wiU abandon Chiang Kai-shek if they 
know he’s m danger of being assassinated,” said Pei. 
“There is faith only among us ” 

“Yes,” said Suan, “the sons of torture-victuns make 
good terrorists.” 

They both were. 

“And as for the generals who remam,” added Pei, 
“even if they build up a Chma that is opposed to us, 
they will make a great nation, because they will have 
built It with their blood.” 

“No'” said Ch’en and Suan, both at once. Neither of 
them Ignored how great the number of nationahsts 
among the Communists had grown, especially among 
the intellectuals 

Pei wrote, for periodicals that were quickly sup-^ 
pressed, stones that revealed a pamfully self-satisfied bit' 
temess, and articles— the last of which began in this 
fashion “Imperiahsm being sorely pressed, Chma plans 
to sohcit Its benevolence once more and ask it to substi- 
tute a mckel rmg for the gold rmg that it has fastened 
to her nose. . . .” He was also preparmg an ideology 
of terrorism. For him Communism was merely the one 
true way to brmg about the revival of Chma 

“I don’t want to create Chma,” said Suan, “I want to 
create my people, with or without her. The poor. It’s 
for them that I’m wiUmg to die, to kill. For them 
only. . . 

It was Ch’en who answered 

“As long as we try to throw the bomb we’ll have bad 
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luck. Too many chances of failure. And we must get 
it over with today ” 

“There’s no other way that’s any easier,” said Pei. 

“There is a way.” 

The low, heavy clouds were advancmg in the same 
direction as they, with the uncertam yet lordly move« 
ment of destimes Ch’en had shut his eyes to meditate, 
but continued to walk, close to the walls as usual, his 
comrades were waiting for him to speak, watching his 
curved profile. 

“There is a way. And I believe there is only one we 
must not throw the bomb, we must throw ourselves 
under the car with it.” 

Lost m thought, they continued their walk through 
the tom-up courts where children no longer played. 

They arrived The clerk led them mto the back room 
of the shop. They remained standmg amid the lamps, 
their bnef-cases under their arms, finally they put them 
down, cautiously. Suan and Pei squatted on the floor, 
Chinese fashion. 

“Why are you laughing, Ch’en?” asked Pei, with anx- 
iety. 

He was not laughing, he was smihng, worlds removed 
from irony. To his amazement, he found himself pos- 
sessed by a radiant exaltation. Everything became sim- 
ple. His anguish had vamshed He ^ew the uneasiness 
to which his comrades were prey, in spite of their cour- 
age throwing bombs, even m the most dangerous way, 
was adventure; the resolution to die was something else 
—the opposite, perhaps He began to pace back and 
forth. In the back room there was only the light which 
came through the shop— now livid, as before a storm. In 
the diffused half-hght the belhes of the storm lamps 
glowed with a curious effect— rows of inverted question- 
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marks Ch’en’s shadow, too indistmct to be a sunouette, 
was movmg above the anxious eyes of the other two. 

“Kyo is nght what we lack most is the sense of hara- 
kiri. But the Japanese who kills himself risks becommg 
a god, and that’s the begiiming of filth and corruption 
No the blood must fall back upon men— and remam.” 
Whenever Ch’en expressed a passionate conviction in 
Chinese, his voice took on an extraordinary intensity. 

“I would rather try to succeed,” said Suan, “—to suc- 
ceed— m several attempts than to make up my imnd to 
die m one attempt.” 

Yet Suan felt beneath Ch’en’s words a current towards 
which he was bemg drawn. Where it led he did not 
know. He was sittmg m rapt attention, vibratmg to the 
sound of Ch’en’s words rather than to their meamng 

“I must throw myself under the car,” answered Ch’en. 

They followed him with their eyes, as he came and 
went, without tummg their necks, he no longer looked 
at them He stumbled on one of the lamps standmg on 
the floor, caught his balance by putting his hands out to 
the wall. The lamp fell and broke with a tinkle But 
there was no room for laughter. His righted shadow 
stood out mdistmctly agamst the last rows of lamps 
Suan was beginnmg to understand what Ch’en expected 
of him Nevertheless, either through mistrust of himself 
or to put ofl what he foresaw, he said 

“What do you want!*” 

Ch’en suddenly realized that he did not know. He 
felt himself stru^ling, not against Suan, but against 
his idea, which was escaping hrai. At last: 

“That this should not be lost.” 

“You want Pei and me to make a pledge tc imitate 
you!’ Is that it!*” 
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“It’s not a promise that I expect. 1 expect you to feel 
- a need.” 

The reflections on the lamps were disappearmg It 
was gro wing darker m the wmdowless room— no doubt 
the clouds were piling up outside Ch’en remembered 
Gisors “Close to death, such a passion aspires to be 
passed on . . .” Suddenly he understood Suan also 
was begmning to understand 

“You want to make a kmd of religion of terrorism^’” 
Ch’en’s exaltation was growmg AU words were hol- 
low, absurd, too feeble to express what he wanted of 
them 

“Not a rehgion. The meanmg of life The . . .” 

His hand made the convulsive gesture of moldmg 
somethmg, and his idea seemed to pulsate. 

“. . . the complete possession of oneself. Total. Ab- 
solute To know Not to be lookmg, lookmg, always, 
for ideas, for duties In the last hour I have felt nothmg 
of what used to weigh on me. Do you hear'’ Nothing ” 
He was so completely carried away by his exaltation 
that he was no longer trying to convmce them otherwise 
than by speakmg about himself 
“I possess myself. But I don’t feel a menace, an an- 
guish, as always before Possessed, held tight, tight, as 
this hand holds the other . . . (he was pressmg it with 
all his might) . . . it’s not enough— hke . . 

He picked up one of the pieces of glass from the 
broken lamp. A large triangular fragment fuU of reflec- 
tions. With one stroke he drove it mto his thigh His 
tense voice was charged with a savage certainty, but he 
seemed much more to possess his exaltation than to be 
possessed by it Not at ail mad. Now the other two could 
barely see him, and yet he filled the room. Suan began 
to be afraid: 
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“I am less mtelligent than you, Ch’en, but for me 
for me, no I saw my father hung by his hands, beaten 
on the belly with a rattan-sack to make him tell where 
'us master had hidden the money which he didn’t have 
It’s for those to whom we belong that I’m fightmg, not 
for myself” 

“For them, you can’t do better than to make up your 
mind to die No other man can be so eifecave as the 
man who has chosen that If we had made up our mmds 
to It, we should not have missed Chiang Kai-shek a 
while back You know it ” 

“You— perhaps you need that. I don’t know. . . .” 
He was strugghng with himself “If I agreed, you see. 
It would seem to me that I was not d3mig for all the 
others, but . . 

“But?” 

Almost completely obhterated, the feeble afternoon 
light Imgered without completely disappearmg. 

“For you.” 

A strong smell of kerosene recalled to Ch’en the oil 
cans for the bummg of the staaon, the first day of the 
insurrecaon But everythmg was plungmg mto the past, 
even Suan, smce he would not follow him. Yet the only 
thmg which his present state of mind did not transform 
mto nothmgness was the idea of creatmg those doomed 
Execuaoners, that race of avengers This birth was tak- 
ing place m him, like all births, with agony and exalta- 
aon— he was not master of it. He could no longer en- 
dure any presence He got up 

“You who write,” he said to Pei, “you wall explam ” 

They picked up them bnef-cases, Pei was wiping his 
glasses. Ch’en pulled up his trouser-leg, bandaged his 
thigh without washmg the wound— what was the use? 
It would not have time to get infected— before gomg out. 

197 



“One always does the same thing,” he said to himself, 
disturbed, t h in kin g of the knife he had driven mto his 
arm. 

“I shall go alone,” he said, “and I shall manage alone, 
tomght ” 

“I’ll organize somethmg, )ust the same,” Suan an 
swered 

“It will be too late.” 

In front of the shop, Ch’en took a step to the left Pei 
was following him Suan remained motionless A second 
step. Pei still followed him Ch’en noticed that the 
youth, his glasses m his hand— so much more human, 
that youngster’s face, without glasses over his eyes— was 
weepmg m silence. 

“Where are you gomg?” 

“I’m coming.” 

Ch’en stopped. He had always believed hun to be of 
Suan’s opimon, he pomted to the latter. 

“I shall go with you,” Pei persisted 

He avoided spealang any more than was necessary, his 
voice broken, his Adam’s apple shaken by silent sobs. 

‘Pledge yourself.” 

He clutched Pei’s arm. 

“Pledge yourself,” he repeated. 

He turned away. Pei remained on the sidewalk, his 
mouth open, still wipmg his glasses, comical. Never had 
Ch’en thought one could be so alone. 


Three o’clock in the afternoon 

Qappique had expected to find Kyo at home. But he 
was still out. In the large room strewn with sketches 
which a disciple in a kimono was picking up, Gisors was 
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conversing with his brother-in-law, the painter Kama. 
“Hello, old dear' Into my arms'” 

He sat down qmetly. 

“Too bad your son isn’t here.” 

“Do you want to wait for him?” 

“Let’s try. I need to see him like the devil What is 
that new little c-cactus, under the opium-table? The 
collection is becommg worthy of respect Ravishmg, 
my dear fnend, r-ravish-mg' I must buy one Where 
did you find it?” 

“It’s a gift It was sent me a httle before one o’clock ” 
Qappique was readmg the Chinese characters traced 
on the flat stake supportmg the plant, a large one: Fidel- 
ity, three small ones, a signature Ch’en Ta Erh 

“Ch’en Ta Erh. . . . Ch’en. . . Don’t know him 

Too bad. He’s a fellow who knows cactuses ” 

He remembered that the next day he would have to 
be gone He must find money to leave, and not to buy 
cactuses Impossible to sell objects of art m a hurry with 
the city under mihtary occupaaon His friends were 
hard up. And you couldn’t touch Ferral for money on 
any pretext He had commissioned him to buy some 
of Kama’s wash-drawmgs when the Japanese pamter 
arrived Thirty or forty dollars in commissions . . . 

“Kyo should be here,” said Gisors “He had many 
engagements today, didn’t he? . . .” 

“He’d do better to miss them, perhaps,” Clappique 
grunted. 

He did not dare to add anything. He had no idea 
how much Gisors knew about Kyo’s activity But the 
absence of any question humihated him- 
“You know, It’s very serious.” 

“Everything that has *•0 do with Kyo is serious for 



“You haven’t any bright idea about how to earn or 
find four or five hundred dollars munediately^” 

Gisors smiled sadly Clappique knew he was poor 
and his works of art, even if he were to consent to sell 
them . 

“Well, let’s earn our few cents,” the Baron thought 
to himself. He came closer, looked at the wash-drawmgs 
scattered on the divan Although he was sufficiently dis- 
crimmatmg not to judge the traditional Japanese art in 
terms of its relation to C6zanne or Picasso, he detested 
It today the taste for seremty is weak m hunted men. 
Dim hghts over a mountam, village streets dissolved by 
rain, flights of wadmg-birds across the snow— that whole 
world m which melancholy prepared one for happi- 
ness Clappique imagined without difficulty, alas, 
the paradises at whose gates he should remam, but was 
irntated by their existence 

“The most beautiful woman m the world,” he said, 
“naked, aroused, but with a chastity belt. For Ferral, not 
for me ” 

He chose four, dictated the address to the disciple 
“Because you’re thmkmg of our art,” said Gisors, 
“this does not serve the same purpose.” 

“Why do you pamt, Kama-San^” 

The old master was lookmg at Clappique with curi- 
osity, the light emphasizmg his bald head. He too was 
weanng a kimono. (As Gisors was still m his dressing- 
gown, Clappique was the only one in trousers ) 

The disciple left the sketch, translated, answered 
“The master says, first, for my wife, because I love 
her . . .” 

“I don’t say for whom, but for what^” 

“The master says it is difficult to explam to you. He 
Jays ‘When I went to Europe, I saw the museums. The 
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more your painters paint apples, aad even Imes which 
do not represent objects, the more they talk about them- 
selves For me it is the world that counts ’ ” 

Kama spoke another phrase, an expression of gentle- 
ness, barely perceptible, flitted across his face, which re- 
sembled an mdulgent old lady’s. 

“The master says ‘With us, panting is what chanty 
would be with you ’ ” 

A second disaple, a cook, brought bowls of sake, and 
immediately withdrew. Kama spoke agam. 

“The master says that if he were no longer to pamt. 
It would seem to him that he had become bhnd And 
more than bhnd alone.” 

“Wait a minute'” said the Baron, one eye open, the 
other shut, his forefinger pomted ‘ ‘If a doctor were to 
say to you ‘You have an incurable illness, and you will 
die m three months,’ would you still pamt?” 

“The master says that if he knew he was gomg to die, 
he thinks he would paint better, but not differendy ” 

“Why better?” asked Gisors 

He did not cease thinking of Kyo What Clappique 
had said upon coming in was sufiaent to worry him. 
today seremty was almost an insult 

Kama answered Gisors himself translated: 

“He says ‘There are two smiles— my wife’s and my 
daughter’s— which I should then faiow I would never 
see agam, and I should be even more mchned to melan- 
choly. The world is like the characters of our writmg 
What the symbol is to the flower, the flower itself— this 
one (he pointed to one of the drawmgs)— is to some- 
thing Everything is a symbol. To go from the symbol 
to the thing symbolized is to explore the depth and 
meaning of the world, it is to seek God.’ He thinks that 
the approach of death ... Wait. 
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He questioned Kama again, resumed his translation 

“Yes, that’s it. He thinks that the approach of death 
would perhaps permit him to put into all things sufficient 
fervor and melancholy, so that all the forms he would 
paint would become comprehensible symbols, so that 
what they symbolize— what they hide, also— would be 
.revealed ” 

Clappique experienced the atrocious sensation of suf- 
fering m the presence of a creature who denied suffer- 
mg He was hstening with attention, without taking his 
eyes from Kama’s face, while Gisors was translating 
With his absorbed look, his elbows against his sides, his 
hands jomed, Clappique resembled a forlorn monkey 

“Perhaps you’re not asking the question in the nght 
way,” said Gisors 

He spoke a very short phrase in Japanese Up to this 
pomt Kama had answered almost immediately He pon- 
dered. 

“What question did you just ask him^” Clappique 
asked in a low voice. 

“What he would do if the doctor condemned his 
wife.” 

“The master says he would not beheve the doctor.” 

The cook-disciple came back and took away the 
bowls on a tray. His European garb, his smile, his defer- 
ence, and his gestures wluch betrayed an extravagant 
gayety— everythmg about him seemed strange, even to 
Gisors. Kama said something under his breath which 
the other disciple did not translate. 

“In Japan these young men never drink wine,” said 
Gisors. “He feels hurt because this disciple is drunk,” 

His eyes looked away into space the outside door 
opened A sound of steps. But it was not Kyo His look 
once more became precise, and met Kama’s firmfy': 
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“And if she were dead?” 

Would he have pursued this conversation with a Eu% 
ropean? But the old painter belonged to another uni- 
verse Before answering he smiled a long, sad smile, not 
with his lips but with his eyehds 

“One can commumcate even with death. . . . It’s 
most difficult, but perhaps that is the raeamng of 
life. . .” 

He was takmg his leave, was returning to his room, 
followed by his disciple. Clappique sat down 

“Not a word' . . . Remarkable, my dear, r-remark- 
able' He left like a weU-bred phantom Do you know 
that young phantoms are very lU-bred and that the old 
ones have the greatest trouble teachmg them to make 
people afraid— the young ones don’t know any language, 
and all they can say is Zip-zip. . . Which . . .” 

He stopped the knocker, agam In the silence, guitar 
notes began to strum; soon they became ordered mto a 
slow fall that spread outward m its descent, down to 
the gravest notes, held in suspense and lost at length in 
a solemn seremty. 

‘What does it mean, but what does it mean?” 

“He plays the samisen. Always, when somethmg has 
upset him away from Japan, it’s his defense . . He 
told me, when he came back from Europe. ‘I know no-w 
that I can find my inner silence no matter where 1 
am. . .’ ” 

“A bluff?” 

Clappique had asked the question absent-mindedly 
he was listening At this hour whm his life was perhaps 
m danger (although it was rare that he was sufficiently 
interested m himself to feel himself really m danger) 
those exquisitely pure notes, brmging back to him upon 
their current, along with the love of music which had 
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filled his youth, that youth itself and all its vanished 
happiness, upset hun too 

Once more the sound of a foot-step already Kyo 
«vas in the doorway 

He led Clappique into his room A divan, a desk, a 
chair, blank walls a dehberate austerity It was hot in 
there, Kyo threw his coat on the divan. 

“Listen,” said Clappique “I’ve )ust been given a 1-little 
tip— you’ll be makmg a big mistake if you don’t take 
It senously if we don’t clear out of here by tomorrow 
mght, we’re as good as dead.” 

“What’s the source of this tip? The police?” 

“Bravo Useless to tell you that I can’t say anythmg 
more about it But it’s serious. The affair of the ship is 
known Lay low, and get out withm forty-eight hours ” 

Kyo was about to say it’s no longer an offense since 
we have triumphed He said nothing He was too well 
prepared for the repression of the workers’ movement 
to be surprised This meant that the break had come, 
which Clappique could not guess, and if the latter was 
bemg prosecuted it was because, the Shantung ha ving 
been taken by the Communists, he was beheved to be 
allied with them 

“What do you expect to do?” Clappique went on. 

“To think, first of all.” 

“Profound idea' And have you the cash to get out?’^ 

Kyo shrugged his shoulders with a smile 

“I have no mtention of gettmg out . . . Your in- 
formation is none the less of the greatest importance to 
me,” he continued after a moment. 

“No intention of gettmg out' You prefer to be 
killed?” 

“Perhaps. But you want to leave, don’t you?” 

“Why should I stay?” 
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“How much do you need^’” 

“Three hundred, four hundred. . . 

“Perhaps I can give you part of it. I should like to 
help you Don’t tmagme I think Fm repaymg you in thiS 
way for the service you’re doing me. . . .” 

Clappique smiled sadly He was not taken m by Kyo’s 
dehcacy, but he appreciated it 

“Where will you be tomght?” Kyo continued. 

“Where you like” 

“No ” 

“Let’s say at the Black Cat, then I must find my few 
p-penmes in vanous ways ” 

“Agreed the dive is on the temtory of the conces- 
sions, so there’ll be no Chinese pohce Less danger of 
kidnapmg than here, even too many people . . Fll 
be there between eleven and eleven-thirty. But not later 
I have an appointment after that . .” 

Clappique turned his eyes away 

“Which I don’t want to miss You’re sure the Cat 
won’t be closed^*” 

“Preposterous' It will be full of Chiang Kai-shek’s 
ofiicers, their glorious uniforms will be mtertwmed m 
dance with the bodies of fallen ladies In gracious gar- 
lands, I teU you' So I shall be waiting for you, while at- 
tentively contemplating this necessary spectacle until 
around eleven-thirty ” 

“Do you thmk you could get more information by 
tomght?” 

“I’ll try.” 

“You might be domg me a great service Greater than 
you can imagme. Am I designated by name?” 

“Yes.” 

“And my father?” 
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“No. I would have warned him. He was not mvolved 
m the Shantung affair ” 

Kyo knew that it wasn’t the Shantung that had to be 
thought about, but the repression May? Her role was 
too unimportant to make it necessary to question Qap- 
pique. As for his companions, if he was menaced, so 
were they all. 

“Thanks.” 

They returned together to the phcenix-room. May was 
saying to Gisors 

“It’s very difficult, if the Women’s Umon grants 
divorce to mistreated women, the husbands will leave 
the revolutionary Umon, and if we don’t grant it to 
them, they will lose all confidence m us I don’t blame 
them. . . 

“I’m afraid,” said Kyo, “it’s either too early or too 
late to organize.” 

Clappique was leavmg, without listening. 

“Be munificent as usual,” he said to Gisors “Give 
me your cac-tuss ” 

“I have a great affection for the lad who sent it to 
me. . . . Any other, gladly. . .” 

It was a small hairy cactus 

“Oh, well, never mind.” 

“So long.” 

“So. . . . No. Perhaps Good-by, my dear. The only 
man in Shanghai who does not exist— not a word, who 
absolutely does not exist'— salutes you ” 

He went out. 

May and Gisors were looking at Kyo with dismay; 
he immediately cxplamed. 

“He has just learned from the pohde that I’m on their 
black list; he advises me not to stir from here, except to 
get out within two days. Moreover, the repression is im- 
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mment. And the last troops of the First Division have 
left the city.” 

It was the only division on which the Communists 
could count. Chiai^ Kai-shek knew it he had ordered 
Its general to )om Ae front with his troops The latter 
had proposed to the Communist Central Committee the 
arrest of Chiang Kai-shek. He had been advised to tem- 
porize, to pretend illness, he had qmckly found himself 
faced with an ultimatum And, not daring to fight with- 
out the consent of the Party, he had left the city, trying 
only to leave a few troops there. They m their turn had 
just left. 

“They’re not yet far off,” Kyo continued, “and the 
division may even return if we hold the city long 
enough ” 

The door opened again, a nose was stuck in, and a 
cavernous voice said “Baron de Clappique does not 
exist ” 

The door shut. 

“Nothing from Hankow!*” asked Kyo. 

“Nothmg.” 

Smce his return he had secretly been organizing com. 
bat groups agamst Chiang Kai-shek, hke the ones he had 
organized agamst the Northerners The International had 
rejected all the slogans of opposition, but accepted the 
maintenance of the Communist shock groups, Kyo 
wanted to make the new groups of mihtants the or- 
ganizers of the masses which were now every day jom- 
mg the Umons, but the official speeches of the Chmese 
Communist Party, the whole propaganda of union widi 
the Kuommtang, were paralyzmg him The Military 
Committee alone had jomed him, all the arms had not 
been given up, but Chiang Kai-shek was demandmg this 
very day that the Communists surrender those soil in 
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their possession. A last appeal from Kyo and the Mih- 
tary Committee had been telegraphed to Hankow 
Old Gisors— fully mformed this time— was worried. 
He was too much inclined to see m Marxism a kind of 
fatahty to regard questions of tactics without suspicion. 
T.iVr Kyo, he was sure that Chiang Kai-shek would at- 
tempt to crush the Communists, hke Kyo he believed 
that the murder of the general would have struck the 
reaction at the point where it was most vulnerable. But 
he detested the plot-hke character of their present ac- 
tivity The death of Chiang Kai-shek, even the seizure 
of the Shanghai government, led only to adventure To- 
gether with some of the members of the International, 
he favored the return to Canton of the Iron Army and 
the Communist fraction of the Kuommtang there, 
backed by a revolutionary city, by an active and well- 
supphed arsenal, the Reds could entrench themselves 
and await the moment that would be propitious to a new 
Northern campaign, which the imminent reaction would 
prepare from below. The generals of Hankow, eager 
for lands to conquer, were less eager to venture into 
the south of Chma where the Umons, faithful to those 
who represented the memory of Sun Yat-sen, would 
have dnven them to a constant and rather fruitless 
guerilla warfare. Instead of havmg to fight the North- 
erners, and then Chiang Kai-shek, the Red army would 
thus be leaving the latter the task of fightmg the former. 
Whichever enemy the Red army would then encounter 
at Canton would be greatly weakened. “The donkeys 
are too much fascinated by their carrot,” said Gisors of 
the generals, “to bite us at this moment if we don’t place 
ourselves between it and them . . ” But the majority 
of the Chmese Communist Party, and perhaps Moscow, 
judged this pomt of view “liquidational.” 
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Kyo, like his father, thought that the best pohcy was 
that of a return to Canton He would have liked, more- 
over, to prepare the mass emigration of the workers, by 
an mtensive propaganda, from Shanghai to Canton— 
they possessed nothing It would be very difficult, but 
not impossible the oudets for the Southern provinces 
bemg assured, the working masses would have brought a 
rapid mdustriahzation to Canton A dangerous pohcy for 
Shanghai spmmng-mill workers are more or less sloUed, 
and to tram new workers would mean fomung new 
revolutionanes, unless the wages were raised— “an hy- 
pothesis which IS excluded,” Ferral would have said, “by 
reason of the present state of Chmese mdustries ” To 
empty Shanghai for Canton’s benefit, like Hong Kong m 
1925 . . . Hong Kong is five hours from Canton, and 
Shanghai five days a difficult enterprise, more difficult 
perhaps than to let themselves be kiUed, but less stupid. 

Smce his return from Hankow he was convmced that 
the reaction was under way, even if Clappique had not 
warned him, he would have considered the situation, m 
the case of an attack on the Communists by the army 
of Chiang Klai-shek, so desperate that any mcident, even 
the assassmation of the general (whatever its conse- 
quences) would be a favorable one. The Umons, if they 
were armed, could conceivably attempt to give battle to 
a disorganized army. 

The bell agam. Kyo ran to the door at last, the mad 
which brought the answer from Hankow His father 
and May watched him return, without saymg anythmg. 

“Orders to bury the firearms,” he said 

The message, tom up, had become a ball m the hollow 
of his hand He took the pieces of paper, spread them out 
on the opium table, pieced them together, shragged his 
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shoulders at his childishness it was indeed the order to 
hide or to bury the arms 

“I have to go over there right away.” 

“Over there,” was the Central Committee. This meant 
that he had to leave the concessions Gisors knew that he 
could say nothmg Perhaps his son was going to his 
death, it was not the jSrst time it was the justification of 
his life He had only to suffer and be silent He took the 
information given by Clappique very seriously the lat- 
ter had saved Komg’s life— the German who was now 
directing the police of Chiang Kai-shek— by warmng 
him that the corps of cadets m Peking to which he be- 
longed, was to be massacred. Gisors did not know 
Shpilevski. As Kyo’s glance met his he tried to smile, 
Kyo also, and they did not turn their eyes away both 
knew they were lying, and that this lie was perhaps 
their most affectionate commumon. 

Kyo returned to his room, where he had left his jacket. 
May was putting on her coat. 

“Where are you gomg?” 

“With you, Kyo.” 

‘What for?” 

She did not answer. 

“It IS easier to recognize us together,” he said. 

“I don’t see why. If you’re spotted, it doesn’t mat- 
ter. . . 

“You’ll do no good.” 

‘What good will I do here, dunng that time^ Men 
don’t Icnow what it is to wait. . . .” 

He took a few steps, stopped, turned towards her* 

“Listen, May when your freedom was m question, I 
granted it.” 

She understood what he alluded to and was afraid: 
she had forgotten it. Indeed, he added in a duller tone* 
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. . And you managed to take advantage of it. Now 
It’s mme that is mvolved ” 

“But, Kyo, what’s the coimection?” 

“To recognize the freedom of another is to acknowl- 
jdge his right to it, even at the cost of suifermg, as I 
know from experience.” 

“Am I ‘another,’ Kyo^” 

He was silent once more. Yes, at this moment she was 
another Somethmg between them had been changed 

“Then,” she contmued, “because . . . anyway, be- 
cause of that, we can no longer be m danger together? 
. . Consider, Kyo it almost looks as though you were 

taking revenge . . .” 

“To be able to no longer, and to try when it’s useless 
amounts to the same thmg ” 

“But if you held it against me as much as that, all you 
had to do was to take a mistress. . . But after all, no' 
why do I say that? It isn’t true— I didn’t take a lover, I 
went to bed with a man It’s not the same thing, and you 
know very well you can have anyone you like. . . .” 

“You satisfy me,” he answered bitterly 

His look astonished May it showed a mmghng of 
many emotions And— most disqmetmg of all— on his 
face the fearful expression of a lust which he himself 
was unaware of. 

“At this moment, as well as two weeks ago,” he went 
on, “I’m not lookmg for someone to go to bed with. I 
don’t say you are wrong, I say that I want to go alone 
The freedom you allow me is your freedom. The free- 
dom to do what pleases you. Freedtan is not an exchange 
- it IS freedom.” 

“It’s a desertion.” 

Silence. 



“Why do people who love each other face death, 
Kyo, if not to risk it together?” 

She guessed that he was going to leave without fur- 
ther discussion, and placed herself in front of the door. 

“You should not have given me this freedom,” she 
said, “if It is gomg to separate us now.” 

“You did not ask for it ” 

“You had already recognized it ” 

You should not have beheved me, he thought. It was 
true, he had always recognized it. But that she should 
at this moment be discussmg a question of rights sep- 
arated her from him all the more 
“There are nghts that one gives,” she said bitterly, 
“only so that they shall not be used ” 

“If I had given them only m order that you could 
hang on to them at this moment, it woulii’t be so 
bad . . .” 

This instant separated them more than death eyehds, 
mouth, temples, the place of every caress is visible on the 
face of a dead woman, and those high cheek-bones and 
those elongated eyehds now belonged to a foreign world. 
The woimds of the deepest love suffice to create a rather 
substantial hatred Was she withdrawing, so near to 
death, from the threshold of that world of hostihty 
which she was glimpsmg? She said 
“I’m hangmg on to nothing, Kyo. Let’s say I’m wrong, 
that I have been wrong, anytbng you like But now, at 
this moment, right away, I want to go with you. I ask it 
of you.” 

He said nothmg 

“If you did not love me,” she went on, “it would be 
ah the same to you to let me go with you. . . . Well, 
then? Why make us both suffer? ... As if this were 
the time for it,” shf* added with wearmess. 
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Kyo felt some familiar demons stirrmg withm him, 
which rather thoroughly disgusted him He had an urge 
to strike her, to strike directly at her love She was right 
if he had not loved her, what would it matter to him 
that she should die^ Perhaps it was the fact that she was 
forcmg this realization upon him at this moment that he 
resented most. 

Did she feel like crying? She had shut her eyes, and 
the constant, silent trembhng of her shoulders, in con- 
trast with her motionless features, seemed the complete 
expression of human distress It was no longer his will 
alone which separated them, but gnef. And, smce the 
sight of grief brmgs together as much as grief itself sep- 
arates, he was thrown towards her once more by the ex- 
pression of her face, in which the eyehds were slowly 
liftmg— as when she was struck with surprise. . . . 
Above her closed eyes, the movement of her brow 
ended, and that tense face m which the eyehds remamed 
lowered became suddenly a dead woman’s face. 

Many of May’s expressions had no effect on him he 
knew them, he always had the feeling that she was copy- 
mg herself. But he ^d never seen this death mask— pam, 
and not sleep, on closed eyes— and death was so near 
that this illusion acquired the force of a sinister prei^ura- 
oon. She opened her eyes without looking at him her 
glance remamed lost on the blank wall of the roomj 
without a smgle muscle movmg, a tear rolled down her 
nose, remamed suspended at the comer of her mouth, 
betraymg by its mexpressive animation, poignant as pain 
in animals, a mask which was as inhuman, as dead as it 
had been a moment ago. 

“Open your eyes.” 

She looked at him. 

“Tliey are open.” 


213 



“I had the impression you were dead.” 

“WeU?” 

She shrugged her shoulders and went on, m a voice 
of weary sadness 

“If Z am to die, I am willing to have you die. . 

Now he understood the real feelmg that urged him 
he wanted to console her But he could console her only 
by agreemg to let her go with him. She had shut her 
eyes agam. He took her m his arms, kissed her on the 
eyehds. When they separated 

“Are we gomg?” she asked. 

“No ” 

Too honest to hide her impulses, she returned to her 
desires with a cat’s stubbornness, which often exasperated 
Kyo. She had moved away from the door, but he per- 
ceived that he had been anxious to pass only as long as 
he had been sure he wouldn’t pass. 

“May, are we gomg to part on a misunderstanding?” 

“Have I lived like a woman who needs protec- 
tion? . . 

They stood there facmg each other, not knowing 
what else to say and not accepting silence, both knowing 
that that moment, one of the gravest of their hves, was 
rumed by the time which was passing Kyo’s place was 
not here, but at the Committee, and impatience lurked 
under his every thought. 

She mdicated the door with a motion of her head 

He looked at her, took her head between his two 
hands, pressed it gently without kissmg her, as though 
he were putting into that caress the nungled tenderness 
and violence of which all the virile gestures of love are 
capable. At last he withdrew his hands. 

The two doors closed behmd him. May continued to 
listen, as though she were waiting for a third door— 
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which did not exist— to close in its turn. With her mouth 
open and quivering, drunk with grief, she was becom- 
ing aware that, !f she had given him the sign to leave 
alone, it was because she thought she was makmg in this 
way the last, the only move which might have made him 
decide to take her along. 

Kyo had scarcely taken a hundred steps, when he met 
Katov. 

“Isn’t Ch’en there?” 

He pomted to Kyo’s house. 

“No.” 

“You abs’lutely don’t know where he is?” 

“No. Why?” 

Katov was calm, but his face was contracted and 
pale as though he were suffering from a violent head- 
ache. ... 

“There are several cars like Chiat^ Kai-shek’s. Ch’en 
doesn’t know it. Either the pohce have been tipped off, 
or they’re s’spiaous. If he isn’t warned he’s going to get 
caught and throw his bombs for nothing. I’ve been chas- 
ing him for a long time, you see The bombs were to 
have been thrown at one o’clock Nothing has happened 
—we would have known.” 

“He was to do it near the Avenue of the Two Repub- 
hcs The best thmg to do would be to go to Hemmel- 
rich’s.” 

Katov started off immediately. 

“You have your cyamde?” Kyo asked l\im as he 
turned to go. 

“Yes.” 

Both of them, and several other revolutionary leaders, 
carried cyanide m the flat buckle of their belts, which 
opened hke a box. 
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The separaaon had not freed Kyo from his torment. 
On the contrary in this deserted street May was even 
stronger— having yielded— than right before hun, oppos- 
mg him He entered the Chmese city, not without being 
aware of it, but with mdifference “Have I lived like a 
woman who needs protection? . . By what right did 
he ev:ercise his pitiful protection on the woman who had 
even consented to his gomg? In the name of what was he 
leavmg her? Was he sure that there was m his attitude 
no element of revenge? No doubt May was still sitting 
on the bed, crushed by a despair that was beyond words 
and thought. . . . 

He retraced his steps on the run 
TTie phoenix-room was empty hu. father had gone 
out. May was soil m the bed-room. Before openmg he 
stopped, overwhelmed by the brotherhood of death, dis- 
covermg how derisive the flesh appeared before this 
commumon, m spite of its urgent appeal He understood 
now that the willmgness to lead the bemg one loves to 
death itself is perhaps the complete expression of love, 
that which cannot be surpassed 
He opened the door. 

She hurriedly threw her coat over her shoulders, and 
followed him without a word. 


Quarter past three in the afternoon 

For a long time Hemmelrich had been looking at his 
records. No customers. Someone knocked accordmg to 
the signal agreed upon. 

He opened. It was Katov. 

“Have you seen Ch’en?” 

“Walking remorse!” Hemmelnch grumbled. 
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“What?” 

“Nothmg Yes, I’ve seen hun About one or two 
o’clock Does it concern you?” 

“I abs’lutely must see hun What did he say?” 

From another room one of the child’s cries reached 
them, followed by the mdistmguishable words of the 
mother trying to calm him 

“He came with two chums One of them was Suan. 
Don’t know the other one A fellow with glasses, looked 
hke anybody else A noble air Brief-cases under their 
arms you understand?” 

“That’s why I’ve got to find him, you see.” 

“He asked me to stay here for three hours ” 

“Oh' Good' Where is he?” 

“Shut up' Listen to what I’m telhng you He told me 
to stay here I haven’t stirred Do you hear?” 

Silence 

“I told you I haven’t stirred ” 

“Where can he have gone?” 

“He didn’t say. Like you Silence is snreading to- 
day . . .” 

Hemmelrich was standmg m the middle of the room, 
hunched over, with a look almost of hatred Katov said 
calmly, without lookmg at hun. 

“You’re damnin g yourself too much That way you’re 
try ing to get me to accuse you so you can defend your- 
self” 

“What do you know about it? And what damn busi- 
ness IS it of yours anyway? Don’t stand there lookmg at 
me with that lock of hair like a cockscomb and your 
hands open, like Jesus Chnst, waiting for someone to 
drive nails through them. . .” 

Without closmg his hand, Katov placed it on Hem- 
melnch’s shoulder. 
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“Thmgs still bad, upstairs^'” 

“Not quite so bad But bad enougH. Poor kid’ 

With his skinny body and his big head, he looks like a 
skinned rabbit . . Leave me • . 

The Belgian freed himself savagely, stopped, then 
walked to the other end of the room with a curiously 
r h»idish movement, as if he were sul k ing. 

“And that’s not the worst of it,” he said. “No, don’t 
act like a fellow who’s got flea-bites and stands squirm- 
mg and lookii^ embarrassed. I haven’t tipped off the 
pohce about Ch’en It’s all right. Not yet, at least. . . 

Katov shrugged his shoulders gloomily. 

“You’d better tell me all about it.” 

“I wanted to go with him.” 

“With Ch’en?” 

Katov was sure, now, that he would no longer be able 
to find him He spoke with the calm, weary voice of 
someone who has been beaten Chiang Kai-shek would 
not return before mght-fall, and Ch’en could attempt 
nothmg until then. 

Hemmelrich pomted with his thumb, over his shoul- 
der, in the direction from which the child’s cry had 
come 

“And there you are. There you are. What do you ex- 
pect me to do.?” 

“Wait ” 

“Because the lad wdl die, I suppose? Listen- half the 
day I wish for it. And if it happens, I shall wish him 
to reoMin, not to die^ even sick, even an invahd. . . .” 

“I know. . . /’ 

“What?” said Hanmelnch, as if he were being robbed. 
•‘What do you know about it? You’re not even mamed' ’’ 

“I’ve bee® njismed.” 

“Fd like to have seen that. With vour looks. . . . No 
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rfiey're not for us, all those cute little strutting cunts wt 
see passing m the street. . . 

He felt that Katov was thinkin g of the woman who 
was watchmg the child, upstairs. 

“Devotion, yes And everything she can. The rest— 
what she hasn’t got— is all for the rich. When I see people 
who look as if they’re in love, I feel like smashing them 
m the face ” 

“D’votion IS a lot. . . . The mam thing is not to be 
alone.” 

“And that’s why you’re staymg here, isn’t it^* To help 
me?” 

“Yes” 

“Through pity?” 

“Not through pity. Through . . 

But Katov could not find the word. And perhaps 
did not exist. He tried to say what he meant mdirectly: 

“I’ve felt It— or almost. And also your kmd of . . . 
rage. How do you expect anyone to understand thmgs, 
except through mem’ries? . . . That’s why you don’t 
irritate me.” 

He had drawn near and was speaking, his head be- 
tween his shoulders, with his voice that swallowed the 
syllables, looking at him out of the comer of his eye; 
both of them, their heads lowered, looked as though they 
were gettmg ready to fight, right there amoi^ the rec- 
ords But Katov knew he was the stronger, although he 
did not know in what way. Perhaps it was his voice, his 
calm, his friendship even, that were telhng. 

“A man who’s reached the point where he doesn’t 
give a damn about anythmg, if he r^Ily comes acroK 
d’votimi, sacrifice, an5?thmg of that sort, he’s done for.’* 

“No foolmg! Then what does he do?” 
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“Becomes a sadist,” answered Katov, lookmg at him 
qmetly. 

“Sadism with pins, ' he went on, “is rare, with words, 
far from rare But if the woman is abs’lutely submissive, 
if she can survive it ... I knew a fellow who took and 
gambled the money which his woman had saved up for 
years to go to the san’torium A matter of hfe or deatL 
He lost It. (In such cases you always lose.) He came 
home aU m pieces, abs’lutely broken up like you now. 
She watched him come over to her bed She understood 
nght away, you see And then, what? She tried to con- 
sole him . . .” 

“Easier,” said Hemmelnch slowly, “to console others 
than to console yourself . . .” Arid, suddenly raismg 
his eyes- 

“Were you the fellow?” 

“That’ll do'” Katov banged the counter with his fist 
“If It was me. I’d say so ” But his anger fell immediately 
“I haven’t gone that far, and it isn’t necess’ry to go that 
far . .If you believe m nothmg, especially because 
you beheve m nothmg, you’re forced to believe m the 
virtues of the heart when you come across them, no 
doubt about it. And that’s what you’re doing If it hadn’t 
been for the woman and the kid you would have gone, I 
know you would Well, then?” 

“And as we hve only for those virtues of the heart, 
they gel the better of you Well, if you’ve always got 
to be hcked, it might as well be them . . . But all that’s 
absurd. It’s not a matter of bemg right I can’t stand the 
idea of havmg put Ch’en out, and I couldn’t have stood 
to have kept hun ” 

“We can only ask the comrades to do what they can, 
f want comradesi, and not samts. No confidence in 
saints . . .” 
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“Is It true that you voluntarily went with the fellows 
to the lead-nunes?” 

“I was in the camp,” said Katov, embarrassed “the 
mines or the camp, it’s all the same thing. , . 

“All the same thing' That’s not true.” 

“What do you know about it?” 

“It’s not true' And you would have kept Ch’en.” 

“I have no children . . .” 

“I have a feehng it would be less . . . hard for me, 
even the idea that they’ll kill him, if he wasn’t sick. . . . 
I . . . I’m dumb. It’s true I’m dumb. And I guess I’m 
not much of a worker either. I feel like a lamp-post that 
everythmg free in the world comes and pisses on.” 

He pomted once agam to the floor above with a move- 
ment of his flat face, for the child was crymg again. 
Katov did not dare to say “Death will free you.” It was 
death that had freed him. Smce Hemmelrich had begun 
to speak, the memory of his wife stood between them. 
Having returned from Siberia without hope, beaten, his 
medical studies shattered, and havmg become a factory 
worker, convmced that he would die before seemg the 
Revolution, he had sadly proved to himself that he still 
possessed a remnant of life by treatmg a httle workmg- 
girl who loved him with dehberate brutality But hardlv 
had she become resigned to the pains he inflicted on hei 
than he had been suddenly struck by the overwhelming 
quahty of die tenderness of a creature who could share 
his suffermg m spite of hs brutahty. From that moment 
he had hved only for her, cononumg his revolutionary 
activity through habit, but carrying mto it the obsession 
of the hmidess tenderness hidden in the heart of that 
slighdy feeble-mmded girl: for hours he would caress 
her hair, and they would he in bed together for da3?s op 
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ead. She had died, and since then . . . That, m any case, 
stood between Hemmelnch and himself. Not enough. 

Through woids, he could do almost nothmg, but be- 
yond words tliere were the thmgs which gestures, looks, 
mere presence were capable of expressmg He knew 
from expenence that the worst suffermg is m the solitude 
which accompanies it To express it also gives rehef, but 
few words come less readily to men’s tongues than those 
of their deep griefs To express himself badly, or to he, 
would give Hemmelnch a fresh impulse to despise him- 
self he suffered above all from himself. Katov looked 
at him without focusing his eyes on him, sadly— it struck 
him once more how few and awkward the expressions of 
manly affection are : 

“You must understand without my saying anything,” 
he said. “There is nothing to say.” 

Hemmelnch raised his hand, let it fall agam heavily, 
as though he had to choose only between the distress 
and the absurdity of his life. But he remamed standmg 
before Katov, deeply moved. 

“Soon I shall be able to leave and continue looking 
for Ch’en,” Katov was thmkmg. 


Sue o'clock in the evening 

“YTie money was dehvered yesterday,” said Ferral to 
the colonei, who this time was wearmg a uniform. “How 
do we stand!*” 

“The Mihtary Governor has sent a lengthy note to 
General Chiang Kai-shek to ask what he should do in the 
eventuality of an uprising.” 

“He wants to be covered!*” 

The colonel looked at Ferrdi ova: the white spot ta 
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his eye, answered merely “Here is the translati-on.” 

Ferral read the document. 

“I even have the answer,” said the colonel. 

He handed him a photograph- above Quang KaF 
shek’s signature, two characters. 

“Which means!^” 

“The firing-squad ” 

Ferral looked up at the map of Shanghai on the wall 
with large red patches which designated the masses oi 
workers and wretches— the same ones. “Three thousand 
men of the syndical guards,” he was thinking, “perhaps 
three hundred thousand back of them, but will they dare 
to budge? On the other side, Chiang Kai-shek and the 
army. . . .” 

“He will begm by having the Communist chiefs shot 
before any upnsmg?” 

“CertaMy. There will be no upnsmg the Commu- 
nists are practically disarmed and Chiang Kai-shek has 
his troops. The First Division is at the front it was the 
only dangerous one.” 

“Thank you Good-by.” 

Ferral was going to Valerie’s. A “boy” was waiting 
for him beside the chauffeur, with a blackbird m a gilded 
cage on his knees. Valene had begged Ferral to bring her 
this bird. As soon as Im car had started off, he pulled a 
letter from his pocket and reread it. What he had been 
fcarmg for a month was happening his Amencan credits 
were about to be cut off. 

The orders from the*. General Government of Indo- 
China no longer sufficed to keep in operation the fac- 
tories created for a market which was to have expanded 
from month to month and which now was shrinking 
from day to (ky; the industnal enterprises of the Con- 
sortium showed a large deficit. The stock pnces, main- 



tamed m Paris by Ferral’s banks and the French Hnancial 
groups which were associated with them, and bolstered 
up by the inflation, had been steadily dropping smce the 
stabihzation of the franc But the banks of the Consor- 
tium derived their only strength from the profits on its 
plantations— especially its rubber plantations The Ste- 
venson Plan^ had raised the pnce of rubber from i 6 
cents to $r 12 Ferral, who by virtue of his rubber plan- 
tations m Indo-Chma was a producer, had benefited by 
the rise without having to restrict his production, smce 
his was not a British enterprise And the American banks, 
knowmg from experience how much the Plan was cost- 
mg the United States, the prmcipal consumer, had been 
eager to open credits guaranteed by the plantations. But 
the native production of the Dutch Indies, the menace of 
American plantations m the Phihppmes, Brazil and Li- 
beria were now leading to the fall of the rubber price; 
the Amencan banks were thus withdrawmg their credits 
for the same reasons that had mduced them to grant 
them Ferral was hit all at once by the crash of the only 
raw material that sustamed him— he had been given cred- 
its, he had speculated, not on the value of his production 
but on that of the plantations themselves— by the stabih- 
zation of the franc, which brought about the devaluation 
of all his stocks (a major portion of which were held by 
his own banks bent on controUmg the market) and by 
the cancellation of his Amencan credits And he was 
fully aware that, as soon as this cancellation became 
known, all the speculators in New York and Pans would 
take a short position on his stocks, a position that was 

1 The resmction of rubber production m the entire British Empire 
(the world’s greatest producer), for the purpose of raising the pnce 
rubber which at that time had sunk below production cost. 
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all too safe. . . . He could be sa.ved only for moral rea- 
sons, hence, by the French government. 

The threat of bankruptcy brmgs to financial groups 
an mtense national consciousness. When their enterprises 
m distant comers of the world are suddenly threatened 
with disaster they remember with imngled pride and 
gratitude the heritage of civilization which their country 
has given them and which they m turn have helped to 
pass on to colomal peoples. 

It was Ferral’s experience that governments are mdul- 
gent task-masters, that they treat their favorite children, 
the big financial groups, with commendable lemency. 
But while governments are accustomed to seemg the 
treasury robbed, they do not hke to see it robbed of all 
hope. A treasury that expects, with the tenacious hope 
of a gambler, to recoup its losses some day is a treasury 
half consoled. France had suffered a severe Idss by refus- 
mg aid to the Industrial Bank of Chma. It was not hkely 
that France, so soon after, would m turn abandon the 
Consortium and risk the wrath of a whole new army of 
investors. 

But if Ferral were to ask her for help it wag essential 
that his position should not appear hopeless, it was essen- 
tial firet of aU that Communism should be crushed m 
Chma Chiang Kai-shek as master of the Provmces meant 
the construction of the Chinese Railway, the anticipated 
loan amounted to three bilhon gold francs, which 
equaled many milhon paper francs. To be sure, he would 
not be the only one to receive orders for materials, any 
more than he was alone today m defendmg Chiang Km- 
shek, but he would be m on the game. Moreover, the 
American banks feared the triumph of Communism in 
Chma; 113 fall would modify their pohcy. As a French- 
man, Ferral enjoyed privileges in China; “it was an ac- 
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cegted fact rihat the Consortimn would paiticipate in the 
construction of the railroad ” To maintain himself he 
was justified in askii^ the government for a loan which 
It would prefer to a new crash, while his credits wert. 
Amencan, his deposits and his stocls were French. All 
his cards could not win dunng a period of acute crisis in 
C2una; but, just as the Stevenson Plan had in its time 
assured the life of the Consortium, so the victory of the 
Kuoiruntang was to assure it today. The stabilization of 
the franc had worked against hun, the fall of Commu- 
aism would work for him. . . . 

Would he, all his life, never be able to do more than 
wait, in order to take advantage of them, for the passage 
i)f those grrat tidal sweeps of world economy that began 
like offerings and ended like blows below the belt!* To- 
night, in case of either resistance, victory or defeat, he 
felt himself dependent upon all the forces of the world. 
But there was this woman upon whom he did not de- 
pend, who would presently depend on him, the avowal 
of submiffiion on her face at the moment of possession, 
like a hand plastered over his eyes, would conceal fr<Mn 
him the network of constramts on which his life rested. 
He had seen her agam in several drawing-rooms (she had 
just returned from Kyoto three da37s before), and ^ch 
'ime he had been dbwarted and irritated by her refusal of 
all submissiveness, whereby she stimulated his desire, 
though she had consented to go to bed with him toni^t. 

In his limitless craving to be preferred— one admires 
more easily, more completely, from one sex to the other 
he called upon eroticism to revive a wavermg admira- 
tion. That was why he had looked at Valine while he 
was lying with her: there is a great deal of certainty in 
Ups swofien with pleasure. He detested the coquetdsh- 
flcss without whit^ she would not even have existed in 
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ills eyes- that in her which resisted him was what most 
irritated his sensuahty. All this was very obscure, for it 
was from his need to imagme himself in her place as soon 
AS he began to touch her body that he derived his acute 
feeling of possession. But a conquered body, to begm 
with, had more appeal for him than an offered body- 
more appeal than any other body. 

He left his car and entered the Astor, followed by the' 
“boy” who was carrymg his cage m his hand with ar 
aur of digmty. There were miUions of shadows on earth 
the women whose love did not mterest him— and one hv- 
mg adversary the woman by whom he wanted to bf 
loved. The idea of complete possession had become fixed 
m hun, and his pride called for a hostile pride, as a pas- 
sionate player c^ for another player to oppose him, and 
not for peace At least thmgs were well started tomght, 
smce they would begm by gomg to bed. 

The moment he reached the lobby a European em- 
ployee came up to hun. 

“Madame Serge left a message to tell Monsieur Ferral 
that she will not be m tonight, but that this gentleman 
will explam.” 

Ferral, dumbfounded, looked at “this gentleman”- 
seated, with his back turned, next to a screen. The man 
turned round* the director of one of the English banks, 
who had been paymg court to Valine for the last 
month. Beside him, behmd the screen, a “boy,” with no 
less digmty than Ferral’s, was holding a blackbird in a 
cage. The Englishman got up, bewildered, shook Ferral’s 
hand, while saymg 

“You were to explam to me, Mr. . . .” 

They both realized at once that they were being made 
fools of. They looked at each other, m the midst of the 
sly smiles of the “boys” and the gravity, too great to be' 


227 



natural, of the white employees. It was the cocktail hoar, 
and all Shanghai was there. Ferral felt himself to be the 
more ridiculous the Englishman was almost a youth. 

A contempt as intense as the anger which inspired hun 
immediately compensated for the humihation which was 
being imposed on him He felt himself surrounded by the 
very essence of human stupidity, that which sticks hke 
glue, which weighs on one’s shouldeis the creatures 
who were lookmg at him were the most despicable fools 
on earth. Nevertheless, havmg no idea how much they 
knew, he imagmed that they knew everythmg and felt 
himself stncken, m the presence of their sly amusement, 
by a paralysis shot through with hatred 

“Is it for a bird show!*” his “boy” asked the other. 

“Don’t know.” 

“Mme is a male.” 

“Yes. Mme is a female.” 

“It must be for that.” 

The Englishman bowed before Ferral, went up to the 
porter The latter handed him a letter. He read it, took 
out a visitmg card from his pocketbook, attached it to 
the cage, said to the porter. “For Madame Serge,” and 
went out 

Ferral tried to brmg himself to think, to defend him- 
self. She had struck him at his most sensitive pomt, as 
though she had put his eyes out durmg his sleep she 
demed him. What he might think, do, want, did not 
exist. This ridiculous scene 'was, nothmg could prevent 
Its having happened. He alone existed m a world of phan- 
toms, and it was he, precisely he, who was bemg out- 
raged. And to make matters worse— for he did not think 
of it as a consequence, but as one more blow m a suc- 
cession of defeats, as if rage had made him a masochist- 
to make matters worse, he would not even be going tc 
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bed with her. More and more intent on avengmg himself 
on that iromc body, he stood there alone, facmg those 
mncompoops and the expressionless “boys” with their 
cages dangling from their arms. Those birds were a con- 
stant insult But he must by all means remam. He ordered 
a cocktail and lighted a cigarette, then remamed motion- 
less, busy breaking up a match between his fingers in his 
coat-pocket. A couple attracted his eye. The man had 
the charm which gray hair gives to a youngish face, the 
woman— sweet, but a httle flashy— was looking at him 
with an amorous gratitude bom of tenderness or sensual- 
ity “She loves him,” thought Ferral enviously. “And 
he’s undoubtedly some obscure fool who perhaps is de- 
pendent on one of my enterprises. . . .” He sent for the 
porter. 

“You have a letter for me Give it to me.” 

The porter, astonished but maintammg his seriousness, 
handed him the letter. 

“Do you know, dear, that Ferstan women beat therr 
husbands wtth therr nailed slippers when they are angry? 
They are irresponsible And then, of course, they after- 
wards return to everyday life, the life m which to weep 
with a man does not commit you, but in which to go to 
bed with him makes you a slave, the life in which one 
‘bos’ women, 1 am not a woman to be had, a stupid body 
in which you may find your pleasw’e by telling lies as 
to children and invalids You know a good many things, 
dear, but you will probably die without its ever having 
occurred to you that a woman is also a human being 1 
have always met (perhaps I shall never meet any who 
are different, but so much the worse— you carft know 
bow thoroughly 1 mean ‘so much the worse!’) men who 
have credited me with a certain amount of charm, who 
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have gone to touching lengths to set off my follies^ but 
who have never failed to go straight to thevr men-fnends 
whenever it was a question of something really human 
(except of course to be consoled) I must have my 
whims, not only to please you, but even to make you 
listen when 1 speak; 1 want you to know what my charm'- 
ing folly is worth: it resembles your affection. If any un- 
happiness could have resulted from the hold you wanted 
to have on me, you would not even have noticed it ... 

“1 have met enough men to know how to regard a 
passing affair nothmg is without importance to a mm 
the moment it involves his pride, and pleasure allows him 
to gratify it most quickly and most often. 1 refuse to be 
regarded as a body, just as you refuse to be regarded as 
a check-book. You act with me as the prostitutes do with 
you: ‘Talk, but fay I am also that body which 
you want me to be wholly; / know it It is not always 
easy for me to protect myself from the idea people have 
of me. Your presence brings me close to my body with 
disgust, as springtime brings me close to it with joy. 
Speaking of spring, have a good time with the birds. 
And, by the way, the next time do leave the electric 
switches alone. 

uy» 

He told hunsdf that he had built roads, transformed 
a country, tom from their straw-huts the thousands of 
peasants now housed in the cabins of corragated iron-* 
sheets around his factones— like a feudal lord, hke a dele- 
gate of empire; in its cage, the blackbird seemed to be 
making fun of him. Ferral’s energy, his lucidity, the au- 
daaty which had transformed Indo-Qiina and whose 
crushing weight he had just felt upon reading the letter 
from America, led to nothing but this ridiculous bird— 
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ndiculous as the universe— which was undeniably mai 
ifig fun of him. “So much importance given to it 
woman ” The woman had nothmg to do with it. She was 
nothmg but a bandage tom away from his eyes he had 
thrown himself with all his might against the boundariei 
of his will. His thwarted sexual excitement fed his anger, 
threw him mto the chokmg state of hypnosis m which 
ndicule calls for blood. One can get quick revenge only 
on bodies Clappique had told him a graesome story 
about an Afghan chief whose wife, after havmg been 
violated by a neighboring chief, had returned with a 
letter, saymg. “I am returmng your woman, she is not 
so good as she is said to be”, and who, having caught the 
offender, had tied hun m front of the naked woman to 
tear out his eyes, saymg “You have seen her and de- 
spised her, but you can swear that you will never see her 
again ” He imagmed himself m Val4ne’s room, with her 
tied to the bed, screammg oil her exhausted cnes became 
chokmg sobs, so close to cnes of pleasure, bound with 
cords, writhmg under the possession of suffermg, smce 
it was not under that of sex. . . . The porter was wait- 
mg. “I must remam unmoved, like this idiot— I’d hke to 
box his ears, just the same.” The idiot did not betray the 
shghtest snule. He was savmg it up for later on. Fcrral 
said “FU return shortly,” did not pay for his cocktail, 
left his hat and went out. 

“To the biggest bird-dealer,” he said to the chauffeur. 

It was near by. But the shop was closed. 

“In Chmese city,” said the chauffeur, “street of bird- 
dealers.” 

“Go ahead.” 

As the car drove along there ran through Ferral’s mmd 
the confession, which he had read in some medical book, 
of a woman seized with an uncontrollable desire to be 



flagellated, making an assignation by letter with an un- 
known man and discovering with terror that she wanted 
to run away at the very moment when she was lymg 
on the hotel-bed and the man armed with the whip was 
completely paralyzmg her arms under her lifted skirt. 
The face was mvisible, but it was Valene’s. Stop at the 
first Chmese brotheP No no flesh would give him rehef 
from the outraged sexual pnde which tormented him. 

The car was forced to stop before the barbed-wires. 
Ahead, the Chmese city, very black, unsafe So much 
the worse Ferral left the car, shpped his revolver mto 
his coat-pocket, hopmg for some assault one kills what 
one can. 

The street of the pet-shops was asleep, the “boy” 
qmetly knocked at the first shutter, crying “Buyer” the 
shopkeepers were afraid of the soldiers Five minutes 
later someone opened. In the magnificent russet half- 
hght, around a lantern, a few smothered leaps of cats oi 
monkeys and beatmgs of wmgs announced the awaken- 
mg of the animals. In shadows beyond the radius of the 
hght, were long splotches of duU red macaws chained 
to perches. 

“How much for all those birds?” 

“Just the birds? Eight hundred dollars.” 

He was a small dealer, and he had no rare birds Ferral 
pulled out his check-book, hesitated the dealer would 
want cash The “boy” understood. “He is Monsieur Fer- 
ral,” he said, “his car is over there ” The dealer went out, 
saw the headhghts of the car, scratched by the barbed 
wires. 

“That’s all right.” 

This confidence, a proof of his authority, exasperated 
Ferral, his power, obvious to the pomt that his name 
was known to this shopkeeper, was absurd since he could 



not use It. Pnde, however, helped by the activity itt 
which he was engaged and by the cold mght-air, came 
to his rescue sadistic anger and imagmings were break- 
ing up into disgust, even though he knew he had not 
done with them 

“I also have a kangaroo,” said the dealer. 

Ferral shrugged his shoulders. But already a young- 
ster, who had also been awakened, was approachmg with 
the kangaroo in his arms. It was a small, furry creature, 
and It looked at Ferral with the frightened eyes of a 
deer. 

“Fine.” 

Another check. 

Ferral returned slowly to the car. It was necessary 
above all that, if Valene told the story of the cages— 
she would not fail to— he would only have to teU the end 
in order to escape ridicule. The dealer, the youngster 
and the “boy” were brmgmg the small cages, arrangmg 
them m the car, and returmng to fetch more, finally, the 
last ones, the kangaroo and the parrots, brought in large 
round cages. Beyond the Chmese city, a few shots Very 
good the more they fought the better it would be. The 
car started off agam, before the bewildered eyes of the 
post 

At the Astor Ferral sent for the manager. 

“Will you please come upstairs with ms to Madame 
Serge’s room. She is away and I want to give her a sur- 
pnse.” 

The manager concealed tus astonishment, and even 
more his disapproval the Astor was dependent on the 
Consortium The mere presence of a white man to whom 
he could talk detached Ferral from his universe of hu- 
mihation. helped him to return among “the others”, the 
Chinese dealer and the mght had left him m his obses- 
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sion, he was not entirely freed from it yet, but at least it 
no longer dominated him wholly 

Five mmutes later he was havmg the cages arranged 
in the room All the precious objects were put away m 
the closets, one of which was left open. He picked up a 
pair of pajamas that lay spread out on the bed. but the 
moment he touched the warm silk it seemed to him that 
this warmth became commumcated through his arm to 
his whole body and that the material he was graspmg had 
exactly covered one of her breasts the dresses, the pa- 
jamas hanging m the half-open closet, held withm them 
somethmg more sensual, perhaps, than Valerie’s body 
Itself. He had an impulse to bury his face m those pa- 
jamas, to press or tear, as though he were penetratmg 
them, those garments still saturated with her presence. 
He would have taken the pajamas with hun, if he had 
been able. He threw them mto the closet, and the “boy” 
dosed the door upon them As the pajamas left his hand, 
the legend of Hercules and Omphale brusquely seized 
bs raiagmaaon— Hercules dressed as a woman m soft, 
flimsy garments like these, humihated and content in his 
humihation. In vam he tried to summon the sadistic 
scenes that had insistently ccane before him awhile ago 
die man worsted by Omphale and Dejanira weighed 
upon his whole mmd, drowned it in a humihating satis- 
faction. A sound of steps approached. He put his hand to 
his revolver m his pocket if she had entered at that mo- 
ment he would undoubtedly have killed her. The steps 
passed by the door and grew famter. Ferral’s hand 
changed pockets and he nervously pulled out his hand- 
kercbef. He had to act, do something, escape from this 
state of mmd: he had the parrots and cockatoos un- 
chamed, but the timid birds took refuge in the comem 
4nd in the curtains. The kangaroo had jumped on the 
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bed and remained there. Ferral turned out the centci 
light, left only the mght-lamp pmk and white, with the 
magnificent curved flashes of their ornate wmgs, remmd- 
ing him of the phoenixes of the East India Company, the 
cockatoos began to stir about with a clumsy and rest- 
less flutter. 

Those boxes full of excited httle birds, scattered about 
on all the furmture, on the floor, m the fireplace, both- 
ered him. He tried to discover why, could not imagme 
Went out. Came m again, immediately understood thf 
room seemed devastated Would he escape idiocy to* 
mght? In spite of himself he had left here the blatant 
image of his anger. 

“Open the cages,” he said to the “boy.” 

“The room will get dirty. Monsieur Ferral,” said the 
manager 

“Madame Serge will change her room Don’t worry, 
It won’t be tomght. You’ll send me the bill ” 

“Flowers, Monsieur Ferral^’” 

“Nothmg but the birds. And let no one come in here, 
not even the servants.” 

The window was protected from mosqmtoes by a 
screen. The birds would not fly away The manager 
the casement to prevent the room from 

And now, on the furniture and the curtains, m the 
comers of the ceihng, the island birds were wildly flut- 
termg, their colors dull m this feeble light, like those of 
Chinese frescoes. Through hatred he would have offered 
Valerie his handsomest gift. . . . He turned out the 
light, turned it on agam, turned it out, then on. He was 
usmg the bed-side switch; he remembered the last night 
he had spent with Valerie in his apartment. He had an 
impulse to tear off the switch so that she would never he 
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foul. 



able to use it— with anyone. But he wanted to leave no 
trace of anger here. 

“Take away the empty cages,” he said to the “boy.” 
“Have them burned.” 

“If Madame Serge should ask who sent the birds,” 
said the manager, lookmg at Ferral with admiration, “is 
she to be told?” 

“Won’t ask. It’s signed.” 

He went out. He must have a woman tomght How- 
ever, he had no desire to go to the Chmese restaurant im ‘ 
mediately. It was enough— for the time being— that he 
was sure there were bodies at his disposal Often, when 
he was awakened with a start from a mghtmare, he 
would feel the desire to contmue his sleep m spite of the 
nightmare which would seize him agam, and at the same 
time, the desire to escape it by becommg completely 
awake, sleep was the nightmare, but it was himself; 
awakemng was peace, but the world Tomght lust was 
the nightmare. He finally made up his mmd to awal^n 
from It, and had lumself dnrcn to the F rSncfT CluS^o 
td^^to enter into relation again with a human bemg, if 
only through conversation, was the surest awakening 

The bar was crowded troubled tunes. Close to the 
half-open wmdow, a beige cape of rough wool over his 
shoulders, alone and almost isolated, Gisors was seated 
with a sweet cocktail before him, Kyo had telephoned 
him that all was well and his father had come to the bar 
to pick up the rumors of the day, often absurd but at 
times significant- they were not so tonight. Ferral went 
up to him amid the greetrags. He knew the nature of his 
lectures, but attached no importance to them, and he did 
not know that Kyo was m Shanghai at the present time. 
He considered it beneath his dignity to question Martial 
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about persons, and Kyo’s r 61 e did not have a public 
character. 

All those idiots who were looking at him with timid 
disapproval believed the bond between him and the old 
man was tpium They were wrong Ferral pretended to 
smoke— one, two pipes, always less than would have been 
necessary for lum to feel the effect of the opium— be- 
cause he found m the atmosphere of smoke-sessions, m 
the pipe that passed from mouth to mouth, a means of 
makmg advances to women Havmg a horror of court- 
ship, of the exchange m which he paid by attnbutmg rai’ 
portance to a woman for what she gave him m the -way 
of pleasure, he eagerly seized everything that enabled 
him to dispense with it. 

It was a more complex impulse which, not so long ago, 
m Pekmg, had occasionally made him come and stretch 
out on old Gisors’ couch. The pleasure of scandalizmg 
to begm with And then, he did not want to be merely 
the President of the Consortium, he wanted to be dis- 
tmct from his activity— a way of considermg himself su- 
perior to It His almost aggressive love of art, of thought, 
of the cynicism which he called luadity, was a defense 
Ferral had the backmg neither of the “famihes” of the 
great credit establishments, nor of the Mmistry of Fi- 
nance. The Ferral dynasty was too closely linked to 
the history of the Repubhc to make it possible to con- 
sider him as a mere upstart, but he remained an ama- 
teur, no matter how great his authority Too clever to 
attempt to fill the ditch that surrounded him, he widened 
it. Gisors’ great culture, his mtelhgence which was al- 
ways at the service of anyone who sought him out, his 
disdam of conventions, his almost always smgular “points 
of view,” which Ferral did not hesitate to pass off as his 
own when he had left him, brought them together more 
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than till the rest separated them; with Ferral, Gisors 
talked pohGcs only on the philosophical level. Ferral 
said he needed mtelhgence, and, when it was not the 
kind that offended him, this was true. 

He looked around at the very moment he sat down, 
almost all eyes turned away. Tomght he would gladly 
have married his cook, for no other reason than to force 
this crowd to accept her. It exasperated him to have all 
those idiots pass judgment on what he was domg, the 
less he saw them, the better he suggested to Gisors that 
they go out for a dnnk on the terrace overlookmg the 
garden. In spite of the coolness the “boys” had brought 
nut a few tables. 

“Do you i-hinV It is possible to know— really know— 
a human bemg?” he asked Gisors. They sat down near a 
wnall lamp. Its halo of hght was absorbed by the dark- 
ness which was gradually fiUing with mist 

Gisors looked at him. “He would have no taste for 
psychology if he could impose his will.” 

“A woman^ ” he asked. 

“What ddference does it make?” 

“There is something erotic about a mmd which ap- 
phes itself to elucidatmg a woman. ... To want to 
know a woman, it seems to me, is always a way of pos- 
sessmg her or of takmg revenge on her. . . .” 

A htde tart at the next table was saying to another 
“Th^ can’t fool me that ea^. FU tell you the woman 
is jealous of my style.” 

“I think,” Gisors went on, “that recourse to the mind 
B an attempt to compensate for this the knowledge of 
a person is a negative feehng. the positive feehng, the 
reality, is the torment of bemg always a stranger to what 
one loves.” 

“Does one ever love?” 
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“Time occasionally causes this anguish to disappear( 
time alone. One never knows a human bemg, but one 
occasionally ceases to feel that one does not know him 
(I am thinking of my son, of course, and also of . . . 
another lad ) To know with one’s intelhgence is the 
futile attempt to dispense with time. . . .” 

“The function of mtelhgence is not to dispense with 
thmgs.” 

Gisors looked at him 

“What do you mean by ‘mtelhgence’?” 

“In general?” 

“Yes ” 

Ferral reflected 

“The possession of the means of coercmg thmgs or 
men.” 

Gisors smiled imperceptibly. Each time he asked this 
question the other person, no matter who he was, would 
answer by producmg the image of his desire. But Fer- 
ral suddenly became more mtense. 

“Do you know what was the torture inflicted on 
women for infidelity to their masters m this country dur- 
mg the first empires?” he asked. 

“Well, there were several, weren’t there? The most 
common one, apparently, consisted in tymg^them to a 
raft, their hands cut off at the wnsts, eyes gouged, and 
in . . . 

While he was speakmg, Gisors noticed the growing 
attention and, it seemed, the satisfaction with which 
Ferral listened. 

“. . . letting them drift down those endless rivers, 
till they died of hunger or exhaustion, their lover bound 
beside them on the same raft. . . .” 

“Their lover?” 

How was it possible to reconcile such a slip with his 



concentrated attention, with his look? Gisors could not 
guess that, in Ferral’s mind, there was no lover, but the 
latter had already caught himself 

“The most curious thmg about it,” Gisors went on, 
“is that those brutal codes seem to have been drawn up, 
until the fourth century, by men who were wise, hu- 
mane and gentle, from all we know of the private 
hvKi. . 

“Yes, they were undoubtedly wise ” 

Gisors looked at his sharp face The eyes were closed, 
the little lamp cast its hght upon him from below, httle 
gleams catching m his mustache Shots m the distance 
How many hves were bemg destroyed out there in the 
night mist? He was loo king at Ferral’s countenance, 
tense with bitterness over some humiliation that rose 
from the depth of his bemg, defendmg itself with the 
derisive force of human rancor, the hatred of the sexes 
hovered over his humiliation, as though the oldest ha- 
treds were bemg reborn from the blood that contmued 
to flow upon the already gorged earth 
New shots, very near this time, caused the glasses on 
the table to tremble 

Gisors had grown used to those shots that came daily 
from the Chmese city. In spite of Kyo’s telephone call 
these, suddenly, made him anxious He did not know the 
extent of the pohtical role played by Ferral, but he knew 
this role could be used only in the service of Chiang 
Kai-shek. He considered it natural to be sittmg next to 
him— he never found himself “compromised,” even m 
his own eyes— but he no longer wished to be of help to 
him New shots, farther away. 

“What’s gomg on?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. The Blue and the Red leaders have 
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made a great proclamation of umon. Things seem to be 
straightemng out.” 

“He hes,” thought Gisors “he is at least as well in- 
formed as I am.” 

“Red or Blue,” said Ferral, “the coohes will contmue 
to be coohes just the same, unless they have been killed 
off. Don’t you consider it a stupidity charactenstic of 
the human race that a man who has only one life should 
be wilhng to lose it for an idea?” 

“It ^ very r are for a m^ to_b e ab le to endure— how 
shall ll^Fif?'^lus“cbn^ his fate as a man. . . .” 

He liioughf "of one of Kyo’s ideas all that men are 
wilhng to die for, beyond self-mterest, tends more or less 
obscurely to justify that fate by givmg it a foundation 
in dignity Chnstiamty for the slave, the nation for the 
citizen. Communism for the worker. But he had no de- 
sire to discuss Kyo’s ideas with Ferral. He came back to 
the latter 

“There is always a need for intoxication this country 
has opium, Islam has hashish, the West has woman. . . . 
Perhaps love is above all the means which the Ocadental 
uses to free himself from man’s fate. . . 

Under his words flowed an obscure and hidden coun- 
ter-current of figures. Ch’en and murder, Clappique and 
his madness, Katov and the Revolution, May and love, 
himself and opium. . . . Kyo alone, in his eyes, resisted 
these categories . 

“Far fewer women would indulge m copulation,” an- 
swered Ferral, “if they could obtain m the vertical pos- 
ture the words of admiration which they need and which 
demand a bed.” 

“And how many men?” 

“But man can and must deny woman: action,_ actio n 
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alone justifies Me and satisfies the white man What 
wotIH we think if we were told of a painter who makes 
no p ainfing s? A manjs the sum of his acGons, of what 
he has done, of what he can do Nothing else I am not 
v^at such and such an encounter with a man or woman 
may have done to shape my Me, I am my rda^ 
my . . 

“““The roads had to be built.” 

Smce the last shots, Gisors had resolved to play the 
justifier no longer. 

“If not by you, then by someone else. It’s as if a gen- 
eral were to say. ‘with my soldiers I can shoot the town ’ 
But if he were capable of shootmg it, he would not be a 
general. . . For that matter, men are perhaps mdif- 
ferent to power. . . . What fascmates them in this idea, 
you see, is not real power, it’s the illusion of bemg able 
to do exactly as they please The kmg’s power is the 
power to govern, isn’t it^* But man has no urge to gov- 
ern he has an urge to compel, as you said To be more 
than a man, m a world of men To escape man’s fate, I 
was saying. Not powerful all-powerful. The visionary 
disease, of which the will to power is only the mtellec- 
tual justification, is the will to god-head every man 
dreams of bemg god.” 

What Gisors was saying disturbed Ferral, but hk mind 
was not prepared to welcome it. If the old man did not 
justify him, he ceased to free him from his obsession; 

“In your opinion, why do the gods possess mortal 
women only in human or bestial forms?” 

As if he had seen it, Gisors felt a shadow setthng next 
to them, Ferral had got up. 

“You need to involve what is most essential m your- 
self in order to feel its existence more violently,” said 
Gisors without lookmg at him. 
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Ferral did not guess that Gisors’ penetration had its 
source in the fact that he recognized elements of his 
own personality m those he spoke to, and that one could 
have made the most subtle portrait of him by piecmg tO' 
gether his examples of perspicacity. 

“A god can possess,” the old man went on with a 
knowmg smile, “but he cannot conquer The ideal of a 
god, I beheve, is to become a man while knowmg that 
he can recover his power, and the dream of man, to be- 
come god without losmg his personahty . 

Ferral absolutely had to have a woman He left 

“A curious case of elaborate self-deception,” Gisors 
was thmkmg “It’s as if he were lookmg at himself 
through the eyes of a romantic petty bourgeois ” When, 
shortly after the war, Gisors had come into contact with 
the economic powers of Shanghai, he had been not a 
little astonished to discover that the idea he had always 
had of a capitalist corresponded to nothmg Almost all 
those whom he met at that tune had regulated their love- 
hfe accordmg to one pattern or another— and almost al- 
ways the pattern was marnage the obsession which 
makes the great business-man, unless he is just another 
heir, can rarely adjust itself to the dispersion of irregular 
sexual expenences “Modem capitalism,” he would ex- 
plam to his students, “is much more a will to organiza- 
tion than to power . . .” 

Ferral, m the car, was dunking that his relations with 
women were always the same, and always absurd: Per- 
haps he had loved, once Once. What dead-drank psy- 
chologist had had the idea of giving the name of love to 
the feelmg which now poisoned his life^ Love is an ex- 
alted obsession; his women obsessed him, yes— like a do 
sire of vengeance. He went to women to be judged, he 
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who coontenanced no judgment The woman who 
would have adnured him in the givmg of herself, whom 
he would not have had to fight, would not have existed 
m his eyes Condemned to coquettes or to whores There 
were their bodies Fortunately Otherwise . “You will 
die, dear, without havmg suspected that a woman is a 
human bemg. . . ” To her, perhaps, not to him A 
woman, a human bemg’ She is relaxation, a voyage, an 
enemy. • . . 

He picked up a courtesan on the way m one of the 
houses on Nankmg Road a girl with a gentle, pleasmg 
face Beside him m the car, with her hands restmg mod- 
estly on her zither, she looked like a T’ang statuette. 
They arrived at his place at last. He strode up the steps 
ahead of her, his usual long step now fallmg heavily. 
“Let’s go and sleep,” he was thmkmg . . Sleep was 

peace. He had hved, fought, created, beneath all those 
appearances, deep down, he found this to be the only 
re^ty, the joy abandonmg himself, of leaving upon 
the shore, hke the body of a drowned compamon, that 
creature, himself, whose life it was necessary each day 
to mvent anew. “To sleep is the only thmg I have always 
really wanted, for so many years. . . .” 

What better could he expect than a soporific from the 
young woman whose shppers resounded sharply at each 
step behmd him on the stairway’’ They entered the 
smokmg-room- a small room with divans covered with 
Mongohan rugs, more suggestive of sensuahty than of 
every On the walls, a great wash-drawmg of Kama’s 
first period, a Thibetan baimer The woman placed her 
zither on a divan On the tray, the ancient instruments 
with jade handles, ornamental and unpractical, were 
clearly not m use. She put out her hand towards them: 
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he stopped her with a gesture. A distant shot shook die 
needles on the tray. 

“Do you want me to smg^” 

“Not now ” 

He looked at her body, both suggested and hidden 
by the sheath of mauve silk He knew she was stupefied 
It IS not the custom to embrace a courtesan before she 
has sung, chatted, served food, or prepared pipes Other- 
wise, why not choose a prostitute^* 

“Don’t you want to smoke either^” 

“No Get undressed.” 

He denied her digmty, and he knew it He had an 
urge to demand that she take off all her clothes, to make 
her stand completely naked, but she would have refused. 
He had left only the night-lamp turned on “Lust,” he 
thought, “is the humiliation of oneself or of the other 
person, perhaps of both. An idea, obviously . .” She 

was, for that matter, more excitmg as she was, with her 
clmgmg Chmese chemise, but he was barely aroused, oi 
perhaps he was aroused only by the submission of this 
body that was awaiting him, while he did not move He 
derived his pleasure from puttmg hunself m the place of 
the other, that was clear of the other, compelled, com- 
pelled by him In reality he never went to bed with any- 
one but himself, but he could do this only if he were not 
alone. He understood now what Gisors had only sus- 
pected yes. I ns will tOL-power never achieved its ohpec t. 
hved only by rene wmg it, but if he HaTnever m his life 
possessed d single^oman, he had possessed, he would 
possess through this Chmese woman who was awaiting 
him, the only thmg he was eager for himself. He needed 
the eyes of others to see himself, the senses of another to 
feel himself He looked at the Thibetan pamtmg, placed 
there without his quite knowing why on a discolored 
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•trorld over which travelers were wandering, two exactly 
amilar skeletons were embracing each other m a trance 
He went toward the woman. 


Half fast ten at mght 

“If only the car doesn’t delay much longer,” thought 
Ch’en. In the complete darkness he would not be so sure 
of his act, and the last street-lights would soon go out. 
The desolate night of the China of nce-fields and 
marshes had reached the almost deserted avenue. Dim m 
the mist, the hghts that passed between the slits of the 
partly open shutters, went out one by one, the last re- 
flections clung to the wet rails, to the telegraph insu- 
lators, they gradually grew famter, soon Ch’en could 
see them only on the vertical sign-boards covered with 
gilt characters. This misty mght was his last mght, and 
he ■iVas satisfied. He would blow up with the machme, 
in a bhndmg flash that would lUummate this hideous ave- 
nue for a second and cover a wall with a sheaf of blood. 
The oldest Chinese legend came to his mmd men are 
the vemun of the earth It was necessary that terrorism 
become a mystic cult. Solitude, first of all let the terror- 
ist decide alone, execute alone, the police derive their 
whole strength from informers, the murderer who op- 
erates alone does not risk giving himself away. The ulti- 
mate sohtude, for it is difScult for one who hves isolated 
from the everyday world not to seek others hke himself. 

Ch’en knew the objections that are made to terrorism 
police repression of the workers, the appeal to fascism. 
But the repression could not be more violent than it was 
already, nor fascism more obvious. And perhaps Kyo 
and he were not thinking of the same men. The problem 
was not to maintain the best elements among the op- 
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pressed masses in their class in order to liberate it, but to 
give a meaning to their very oppression let each one 
assume a responsibihty and appomt himself the judge of 
an oppressor’s life. Give an immediate meamng to the in- 
dividual -without hope and multiply the attempts, not by 
an organization, but by an idea* revive the martyrs. Pei, 
writing, would be listened to because he, Ch’en, war 
gomg to die he knew how much weight an idea ac- 
quires through the blood that is shed in its name. 

Everything that was not identified with his resolute 
gesture was decomposmg m the mght in which the car 
that would soon arrive remained hidden. The mist, fed 
by the smoke from the ships, was gradually obhterating 
the streets at the end of the avenue bustlmg passers-by 
were walkmg one behind the other, rarely passmg each 
other, as if war had imposed an all-powerful order upon 
the city. The prevailmg sdence made their movements 
almost fantastic. They did not carry parcels or baskets, 
did not push carts, tonight it seemed as if their activity 
had no purpose. Ch’en looked at all those shadows flow- 
mg noiselessly towards the nver, with an inexplicable 
and constant movement, was not Destmy itself the force 
that was pushing them towards the end of the avenu« 
where the archway on the edge of the shado-wy nver, 
illummated by mdistmguishable signs, was hke the very 
gates of deaths The enormous characters disappeared in 
confused perspective, into that blurred and tragic world 
as if into the centuries, and, as if it, too, were coming, 
not from general headquarters but from a remote past, 
die mihtary horn of Chiang Kai-shek’s car began to 
sound famdy at the end of the almost deserted street. 

Ch’en gratefully pressed the bomb under his aim 
The headhghts alone emerged from the mist. And al- 
most immediatdy, preceded by die Fdrd of the guas^, 
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the entire car pierced through, again it seemed to Ch’en 
that It was coming extraordmaniy fast. Three rickshaws 
suddenly obstructed the street, and the two cars slowed 
down. He tried to regain control of his breathmg Al- 
ready the way was clear. The Ford passed, the car was 
commg a huge Amencan automobile, flanked by the 
two body-guards on the running-boards, it gave such 
an impression of force that Ch’en felt that if he did not 
advance, if he waited, he would jump aside in spite of 
himself. He took his bomb by the neck, like a milk- 
bottle. The general’s car was five meters away, enor- 
mous. He ran towards it with an ecstatic joy, threw him- 
self upon It, with his eyes shut 
He came to a few seconds later he had neither felt 
nor heard the cracking of bones that he expected he 
had sunk mto a dazzling globe. No more coat. With 
his right hand he was holding a piece of the car-hood 
full of mud or blood. A few meters away a pile of red 
wreckage, a surface of shattered glass on wkch shone 
a last reflection of hght, some . . . already he was un- 
able to make out anything further he was becommg 
aware of pain, which m less than a second went beyond 
consciousness. He could no longer see clearly. He felt 
nevertheless that the square was soil deserted Did the 
police fear a second bomb? He was suffermg with all his 
flesh, from a pam that could not even be localized noth- 
ing was left in him but suflermg Someone was ap- 
proaching He remembered that he was to seize his re- 
volver. He felt for his trouser-pocket. No more pocket, 
no more trousers, no more leg ... Hacked flesh. The 
other revolver, in his shirt-pocket. The button had come 
off. He seized the weapon by the barrel, turned it round 
without knowing how, instmctively pulled the trigger 
with his thumb. He opened his eyes at last. Everyth^ 
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was turning, slowly and inevitably, along a great circic— 
and yet nothing existed but pain. A policeman was near 
by. Ch’en wanted to ask if Chiang Kai-shek was dead, 
but he wanted to know this m another world, in this 
world, that death itself was unimportant to him 
With a violent kick m the nbs, the pohceman turned 
him over. Ch’en shneked, fired straight ahead, at ran 
dom, and the rebound rendered the pam, which he be- 
lieved lunitless, even more mtense. He was going to faml 
or die. He made the most terrific effort of his life, man 
aged to get the barrel of the revolver mto his mouth. Ex- 
pecting the new rebound, even more pamful than the 
precedmg one, he no longer moved A furious kick from 
another officer caused all his muscles to contract, 
fired without being aware of it. 




Part Five 




3P LOWING through the mist, the car entered the 
long sandy dnveway that led to a gamblmg-house. “I 
have time to go up,” Clappique thought, “before gomg 
to the Black Cat” He was determmed not to miss Kyo, 
because of the money he expected from him and because 
this time, perhaps, he would not only warn him, but save 
Ins life. He had had no trouble obtaining the informa- 
tion Kyo had asked him for the spies knew that a move- 
ment of Chiang Kai-shek’s special troops was planned 
for eleven o’clock, and that all the Communist Commit- 
tees would be surrounded It was too late now to say 
“The reaction is immment.” The order must be “Don’t 
go to any of the Committees tomght.” He had not for- 
gotten that Kyo was to leave at eleven-thirty Some 
Communist meetmg, then, was planned for tomght, 
which Chiang Kai-shek mtended to crush What the 
pohce knew was occasionally maccurate, but the coinci- 
dence was too obvious. If Kyo were warned he could 
put oif the meetmg, or, if it was too late, not go there. 

“If he gives me one hundred dollars, I will perhaps 
have enough money a hundred, and the hundred and 
seventeen I collected this afternoon in congenial and uni- 
formly illegal ways, two hundred and seventeen. . . . 
But perhaps he won’t have anythmg This time there 
aren’t any firearms to turn the tnck Let’s first try to 
manage by ourselv^.” The car stopped. Clappique, who 
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was wearmg his dinner-jacket, gave two dollars. The 
driver, bare-headed, thanked him with a broad smile the 
fare was one dollar. 

“The purpose of this hberality is to permit you to buy 
a 1-httle Derby hat” 

He raised his forefinger, a symbol of truth. 

“I say. Derby ” 

The driver was drivmg off. 

‘Tor from the plastic pomt of view, which is rfiat of 
all worthy mmds,” contmued Clappique, standmg in the 
middle of the gravel driveway, “that fellow requires a 
Derby.” 

The car was out of sight. He was addressmg only the 
mght, and, as though it were answermg him, the fra- 
grance of the wet boxwood and spindle-trees rose from 
the garden. That bitter fragrance was Europe. The 
Baron put his hand to his right pocket, and instead of his 
wallet, felt his revolver the wallet was in the left pocket. 
He looked at the dark wmdows, which could barely be 
made out. “Let’s thmk. . . .” He knew he was merely 
trymg to prolong the moment when the game was not 
yet begun, when flight was still possible. “The day after 
tomorrow, if it has ramed m the meantime, this same fra- 
grance will be here, and I shall perhaps be dead. . . . 
Dead? What am I talking about!* Madness' Not a word, 
I am immortal.” He went m, climbed the stairs to the 
second floor. The sound of counters and the voice of 
the croupier seemed to rise and fall with the layers of 
smoke. The boys were sleeping, but the Russian de- 
tectives of the pnvate pohce, their hands in the pockets 
of their coats (the nght clasped round a Colt), leaning 
against the door-cases or walking about perfunctorily, 
were wide awake Clappique went into the large hall: in 
a haze of tobacco-smoke ^ough which the scroU-oma-* 
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menti on the walls shone dimly, alternate splotchea-- 
black dinner-jackets, bare white shoulders— were leanmg 
over the green table. 

“Hello, Toto’” several voices shouted. 

The Baron was often called Toto, in Shanghai. Yet 
he had come to this place only a few times, to accom- 
pany fnends he was not a gambler Opemng his arms, 
assum in g the air of a fond-father-who-joyfuUy-finds-his- 
lost-children, he shouted 

“Bravo' It moves me deeply to be able to join this 
l-httle family-party. . . .” 

But the croupier was starting the ball, the attention 
left Clappique He lost his value, here, these people did 
not need distraction. Their eyes were all magnetized by 
that ball, m an absolute disaplme. 

He had a hundred and seventeen doUare. To play 
straight on the numbers would have been too dangerous. 
He had decided, beforehand, to play odd or even. 

“A few congemal l-httle counters,” he said to the man 
who was distnbuting these. 

“At how much!*” 

“Twenty dollars.” 

He decided to play one counter each time, always 
even. He had to win at least three hundred dollars. 

He placed his counter. Number 5 came up. Lost 
Neither important nor interesong. He placed again, still 
even. The 2 Won. Again. The 7 lost. Then, the 9 lost. 
The 4 won. The 3 lost. The 7, the i lost. He had 
lost eighty dollars. He had only one more counter. 

Hk last chance. 

He tossed it with his right hand; he no longer moved 
the left one, as if the motionlessness of the ball were 
somehow holding it tied. And yet this hand seemed to 
be drawing him. He suddenly remembered it was aoi 

255 



his hand that was disturbing him, it was the watch he 
was wearmg on his wnst Eleven twenty five. He had 
five mmutes to reach Kyo. 

The time before the last he had been sure of wmmng 
even if he was to lose, he could not lose so fast. He had 
been foolish to attach no importance to his first loss, it 
was certainly a bad omen But one almost always wins on 
the last stake, and the last three times the number had 
come out odd. Since his arnval, however, there had been 
more odds than evens, since he was losmg . . . Should 
he change, play odds^^ But something was now urgmg 
him to remam passive, to subnut it seemed to him that 
he had come just for this Any gesture would have been 
a sacrilege. He left the stake on an even number 

The croupier started the ball It began to go round 
slowly as always, seemed to hesitate Smce the begin- 
nmg, Clappique had seen neither red nor black come out 
Those pomts now had the best chance The ball con- 
tinued its course Why had he not played red^ The ball 
slowed down It stopped on the 2 Won. 

He must put the forty dollars on the 7, and play the 
number It was obvious henceforth he must play his 
own game He placed his two coimters, and won. When 
the croupier pushed fourteen counters m his direction, 
he discovered with stupefaction that he could wm it 
was not something he was imaginmg, a fantastic lottery 
with unknown wmners. It seemed to him suddenly tihat 
the bank owed him money, not because he had staked 
on the wmmng number, not because he had lost m the 
beginning; but from the begmmng of time, because of 
the capnciousness and freedom of his mind — tr seemed 
to him that this ball was placing chance in his service 
to pay all fate’s debts. However, if he plaj-ed a number 
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again, he would lose. He staked two hundred dollars 
on odd— and lost. 

Outraged, he left the table a moment and went over 
to the wmdow. 

Outside, mght. Under the trees, the red tail-lights of 
the cars In spite of the window-panes he could hear a 
great babble of voices, laughter, and suddenly, without 
bemg able to make out the words, something said m a 
tone of anger. Passions . . . All those creatures who 
were passmg m the haze, what weak, stupid lives did 
they lead? Not even shadows voices m the mght. It was 
m this hall that blood flowed fast into life Those who 
did not gamble were not men Was not his whole past 
but one long folly? He returned to the table. 

He staked sixty dollars on even, once more. That ball 
which was slowmg down was a destmy— hw destiny. He 
was not strugghng with a creature, but with a kmd of 
god, and this god, at the same tune, was himself. The 
ball started off agam. 

He immediately recovered the passive turmoil he was 
seeking- agam he had the feelmg of seizmg his life, of 
holding It suspended to the whim of that absurd ball. 
Thanks to it he was able for the first time to gratify at 
once the two Qappiques that composed him, the one 
who wanted to hve and the one who wanted to be de- 
stroyed. Why look at the watch? He threw Kyo back 
mto a world of dreams, it seemed to hun that he was sus- 
tainmg that ball, no longer with counters, but with his 
own life— by not meetmg Kyo he lost aU chance of get-^ 
tmg any more money— and with the hfe of another, and 
the fact that the other was wholly unaware of it gave 
to the ball, which was again slowing down, the livmg 
teakty of conjunctions of planets, of chrome diseases, 
of everythmg by which men believe their destmies to be 
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governed. What did that ball, hesitating on the edges of 
the compartments like a dog’s muzzle, have to do vsdth 
money? Through its agency he was embracmg his own 
destiny— the only means he had ever found of possessmg 
himself' To wm, no longer in order to take flight, but 
to remain, to risk more, so that the stake of his con- 
quered hberty would render the gesture even more ab- 
surd' Leanmg on his forearm, no longer even lookmg 
at the ball which contmued to roll, more and more 
slowly, the muscles of his calves and shoulders trem- 
hhng, he was discovermg the very meaning of gambhng, 
the frenzy of losmg. 

5 - 

Almost everyone was losu^, smoke filled the room to- 
gether with a dismal relaxation of nerves and the shuffle 
of counters gathered by the rake Clappique knew he 
was not through Why keep his seventeen dollars? He 
pulled out the ten-doUar bill and staked it agam on even. 

He was so sure he would lose that he had not played 
everythmg— as if to prolong the sensation of losing. As 
soon as the ball began to hesitate, his right hand fol- 
lowed It, but the left one remamed attached to the table. 
He understood now the intense ahveness of gambling 
instruments, that ball was not a ball like any other— like 
those that are not used for gambhng, the very hesitancy 
of its movement hved that movement, both mevitable 
and passive, wavered thus because hves were Imked to it. 
While the ball turned none of the players puffed at his 
hghted cigarette. The ball entered a red compartment, 
left It, strayed a^ia, entered that of the 9. With his left 
hand resting on the table, Oappique made an impej|>t 
ceptible gesture of pulling it away. Once more he had 
lost. 
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Five dollars on even the last counter again 

The ball was descnbing wide circles, not yet ahve. 
The watch, however, distracted Clappique’s eyes from 
it. He did not wear it on top of his wrist, but under- 
neath, where the pulse is taken. He placed his hand flat 
on the table and managed to concentrate on the ball He 
was discovermg that gambling is a smcide without death 
all he had to do was to place his money there, to look 
at the ball and wait, as he would have waited after hav- 
ing swallowed poison, a poison endlessly renewed, to- 
gether with the pride of takmg it. The ball stopped on 
the 4. Won. 

Wmmng hardly mattered. Yet, if he had lost . . . He 
won once more, lost once Again he had forty dollars 
left, but he wanted to recover the sensation of turmoil 
of the last play. The stakes were piling up on the red 
which had not come out m a long time. This compart- 
ment, on which almost all eyes were converging, fas- 
cmated Jnm too, but to qmt the even numbers would be 
like givmg up the battle. He stuck to even, staked the 
forty dollars No stake would ever be worth this one 
Kyo had perhaps not yet left m ten mmutes he would 
surely no longer be able to catch him, but now perhaps 
he could. Now, now he was plajnng his last cent, his 
life and that of another, espeaally that of another- He 
knew he was sacrificing Kyo, it was Kyo who was 
chained to that ball, to that table, and it was he. Clap- 
pique, who was that ball, which was master of everyone 
and of himself— of himself who was nevertheless looking 
at it, living as he had never lived, outside of himself, held 
spellbound and breathless by an overpowermg shame. 

He went out at one o’clock the “club” was closit^. 
He had twenty-four dollars left. The outside air soothed 
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him like that of a forest. The mist was much lighter 
than at eleven Perhaps it had ramed- everything was 
wet Although he could see neither the boxwood nor the 
spindle-trees m the darkness, he guessed theur dark fo- 
Lage by their bitter fragrance. “It is r-remarkable,” he 
thought, “how people can say that the player’s sensa- 
tion IS caused by his hope of wmnmg' It’s as if they said 
that men fight duels to become fencmg champions . . .” 
But the seremty of the mght seemed to have put to 
flight, together with the fog, all the anxieties, all the 
griefs of men. And yet . . . volleys m the distance. 
“They’ve begun firmg agam . . .” 

He left the garden, makmg an effort not to think of 
Kyo, began to walk. Already there were fewer trees. 
Suddenly, through what was left of the mist, a lusterless 
moonlight appeared upon the surface of thmgs Clap- 
pique raised his eyes The moon had just emerged from 
a tattered bank of dead clouds and was slowly drifting 
into an immense, dark and transparent hole like a lake 
with Its depths full of stars. Its hght, growmg more m- 
tense, gave to all those sealed houses, to the complete 
desertion of the city, an extra-terrestrial life as if the 
moon’s atmosphere had come and settled m the great 
sudden silence together with its hght. Yet behind that 
scene of a dead planet there were men. Almost all were 
asleep, and the disquieting life of sleep was m harmony 
With the desolation of a buried city, as if this life too 
had belonged to another planet. 

“In the Arabian Nights there are 1-httIe cities full of 
sleepers, abandoned for centuries with their mosques 
under the moon, sleeping-cities-of-the-desert. . , . 
Which doesn’t alter the fact I’m perhaps going to die.” 
Death, even his own death, was not very real m this 
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atmosphere, so inhuman that he felt himself an mtruder. 
And those who were not sleepmg^ “There are those who 
read Those who are gnawed by their conscience. 
(Lovely plirase') Those who make love.” The life of 
the future trembled behind all that silence Mad hu- 
mamty, which nothmg could free from itself The smell 
of corpses from the Chmese city was borne on the wmd 
which was agam rismg. Clappique had to struggle for his 
breath anguish was returmng. He could endure the idea 
of death more easily than its smell The latter, htde by 
little, was takmg possession of the scene which concealed 
the madness of the world beneath the appeasement of 
seremty, the wind still blowing without the shghtest 
murmur, the moon reached the opposite bank, and aU 
fell back mto darkness. “Is it a dream^” But the terrific 
odor threw him back to life, to the anxious mght m 
which the street-hghts, just now blurred by mist, formed 
large tremulous circles on the sidewalks where the ram 
had blotted out the footprmts. 

Where now!’ He hesitated He would be unable to 
forget Kyo if he tried to sleep. He was now passmg 
through a street of anall bars, tmy brothels with signs 
written m the languages of all the mantime nanofs. He 
entered the first one. 

He sat down near the wmdow. The three girls on 
duty— one half-breed, two white women— were littmg 
with clients, one of whom was gettmg ready tcileave. 
Qappique waited, looked outside nothing, not Iven a 
sailor. In the distance, rifle-shots He started, on p#pftse 
a squarely-built blond girl, disengaged, had just said^n 
beside him “A Rubens,” he thought, “but not Arfflct 
she must be by Jordaens. Not a word. . . He Brlped 
his hat on his forefinger, rapidly, threw it up in BAir, 



caaght it dexterously by the brim and placed it on the 
knees of the woman 

“Take good care of this l-httle hat, my dear girl. It’s 
the only one in Shanghai. What’s more, it’s tame . . 

The woman’s face broadened mto a smile he was a 
funny guy. And gayety gave a sudden animation to her 
face, stohd up to this moment. 

“Shall we have a drink, or go upstairs?” she asked. 

“Both.” 

She brought some Schiedam. “It’s a specialty of the 
house.” 

“No foohng?” said Qappique. 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

“Do you suppose I give a God damn?” 

“Are you m trouble?” 

She looked at him With the funny guys you had to 
be on your guard However, he was alone, he wasn’t try- 
ing to show off; and he really didn’t seem to be making 
fun of her 

‘What else can you expect, m this sort of life?” 

“Do you smoke?” 

“Opium IS too high. You can use the needle, of course, 
but I’m afraid, with their dirty needles you get abscesses, 
and if you’ve got boils they throw you out of the house. 
There are ten women for every job. And besides . . 

Flemish, he thought. ... He cut her short. 

‘Tou can get opium pretty cheap. I pay two dollars 
and seventy for this ” 

“Are you frcan the North too?” 

He gave her a box without answering. She was grate- 
ful to him— for being a compatriot, and for the gift. 

“Evai so k^s too much for me. . . , But this one 
won’t have cost me much. I’ll chew some ton^ht,” 

“You dmi’t like to smoke?” 
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“You think I’ve got a pipe? How do you get that 
way?” 

She snuled bitterly, still pleased however But the ha- 
bitual suspicion returned 

“Why do you give me this?” 

“Never nund. ... I enjoy it. I’ve been ‘m the 
game ’ ” . . . 

As a matter of fact, he didn’t look like a man who 
pays for his pleasures But he surely hadn’t been “in the 
game” for a long time. (He occasionally felt the need 
of inventing whole biographies for himself, but rarely 
when a sexual adventure was involved.) She sidled over 
to him on the bench. 

“Just try to be mce. It’ll be the last time I have a 
woman.” 

“Why IS that?” 

She was slow, but not stupid. Aiter havmg answered 
she understood “You’re gomg to kill yourself?” 

He wasn’t the first one She took Clappique’s hand 
between her own, and kissed him, clumsily and almost 
maternally. 

“That’s too bad. . . 

“Do you want to go upstairs?” 

She had heard that men sometimes had such an urge 
before death. But she didn’t dare to get up first it would 
be like hasteiung his suicide She had kept his hand in 
both of hers. Slumped on the bench, legs crossed and 
arms held tightly to his sides like a dehcate insect, nose 
pushed forward, he looked at her from afar, in spite of 
the contact of their bodies. Although he had scarcely 
been dnnkmg, he was drunk with his he, with this heat, 
with the fictive world he was creating. When he said he 
would kill himself he did not beheve what he was say- 
ing; but, since she beheved it, he was entering a world 
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where truth no longer existed. It was neither true nor 
false, but real. And since neither his past which he had 
just invented, nor the elementary gesture, presumably 
so close, upon which his relation to this woman was 
based— smce neither of these existed, nothmg existed 
The world had ceased to weigh upon him Liberated, he 
hved now only m the romantic umverse which he had 
just created, strengthened by the bond which all human 
pity establishes before death His mtoxication was so 
strong that his hand trembled The woman felt it and 
thought It was due to anguish 
“Isn’t there a way of— fixmg it^” 

“No.” 

The hat, poised on the comer of the table, seemed to 
be lookmg at him iromcally He pushed it over on the 
bench so as not to see it 

“A love affair?” she went on askmg 
A volley of shots burst m the distance. “As if there 
weren’t enough who are gomg to die tomght,” she 
thought. 

He got up without answermg. She thought her ques- 
tion brought up memories m him In spite of her cun- 
osity, she felt like beggmg his pardon, but did not dare. 
She got up, too. Shpping her hand under the bar, she 
pulled out a parcel (a synnge, towels) from between 
two glass jars They went upstairs 
When he went out— he did not turn round, but knew 
she was foUowmg him with her eyes through the wm- 
dow— neither his mind nor his sensuahty had been 
quenched. The mist had returned After walkmg fifteen 
minutes (the cool night an did not calm him) he stopped 
before a Portuguese bar. Its wmdows had not lost their 
polish. Standmg apart from the clients, a slim brunette 
with very large eyes, her hands on her breasts as if to 
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protect them, was looking out mto the mght. Clappique 
looked at her without moving ‘I am like a woman who 
doesn’t know what a new lover is gomg to get out of 
her. . . . Let’s go and commit suicide with this one ” 


Half past eleven at mght 

In the dm of the Black Cat, Kyo and May Iiad waited. 

The five last mmutes Already they should have left. 
It astomshed Kyo that Clappique had not come (he had 
collected almost two hundred dollars for him), although 
he had half expected it each time Clappique behaved m 
this way he was so much himself that he only half sur- 
prised those who knew him Kyo had at first considered 
him a rather picturesque eccentric, but he was grateful 
to him for having warned him, and was beginnmg httle 
by little to feel a real fnendship for him. However, he 
was beginnmg to doubt the value of the information the 
Baron had given him, and his failure to keep his appomt- 
ment made him doubt it all the more. 

Although the fox-trot was not over, there was a great 
snr m the direction of one of Chiang Kai-shek’s ofiicers 
who had just come m couples left the dance, drew near, 
and, although Kyo could hear nothmg, he guessed that 
some important event had occurred Already May was 
movmg m the direction of the group at the Black Cat 
a woman was suspected of everything, and therefore of 
nothmg She returned very qmckly. 

“A bomb has been thrown at Chang Kai-shek’s car,” 
she told him m a low voice. “He was not m the car.” 

“And the murderer^” asked Kyo. 

She returned towards the group, came back followed 
by a fellow who insisted on her dancing with him, but 
who left her as soon as he saw she was not alone. 
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“Escaped,” she said. 

“Let’s hope so . . 

Kyo knew how inaccurate such mfomianotl usually 
was. But It was scarcely probable that Chiang Kai-shek 
had been killed The importance of such a death would 
be so great that the officer would not have ignored it 
‘We will find out at the Mihtary Committee,” said Kyo 
“Let’s go there right away ” 

He was too hopeful of Ch’en’s escape to doubt it en- 
tirely Whether Chiang Kai-shek was still m Shanghai 
or had already left for Nanking, the unsuccessful at- 
tempt at his life gave a capital importance to the meeting 
of the Military Committee. And yet, what was to be 
expected of it? He had transmitted Clappique’s state- 
ment, m the afternoon, to a Central Committee that was 
skeptical and made a point of bemg so the repression 
confirmed Kyo’s thesis too directly not to make his con- 
firmation of It lose some of its vahdity. Besides, the Com- 
mittee was agitatmg for umon with the Kuommtang, 
not for struggle a few days earher the political chief of 
the Reds and one of the Blue chiefs had made some 
touching speeches m Shanghai And the failure of the 
attempt to seize the Japanese concession, at Hankow, 
was beginmng to show that the Reds were paralyzed m 
Central China itself, the Manchurian troops were march- 
ing on Hankow, which would have to fight them before 
fighting those of Chiang Kai-shek . . . Kyo was ad- 
vancmg through the fog. May at his side, without speak- 
ing If the Communists had to fight tomght, they would 
scarcely be able to defend themselves. Whether they had 
given up their last firearms or not, how would they 
fight, one against ten, in disagreement with the instruc- 
tions of the Chmese Communist Party, against an army 
that would oppose them with its corps of bourgeois 
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volunteers armed with European weapons and having 
the advantage of attack? 

Last month the whole city was for the umted revolu 
nonary army, the dictator had represented the foreigner, 
and the city hated foreigners, the immense petty bour- 
geoisie was democratic, but not Communist, this time 
the army v^'as there, menacmg, not m flight towards 
Mankmg, Chiang Kai-shek was not the executioner oi 
f ebruary, but a national hero, except among Commu 
rusts All against the pohce last month, the Communists 
against the army today. The city would be neutral, 
rather favorable to the general. Scarcely would they bo 
able to defend the workers’ quarters, Chapei perhaps? 
And then? . . If Clappique had been misinformed, if 
the reactton delayed a month, the Mihtary Committee, 
Kyo, Katov would organize two hundred thousand men. 
The new shock groups, composed of thoroughgoing 
Commumsts, were talang the Umons m hand, but at 
least a month would be necessary to create an organiza 
tion sufflciently strong to maneuver the masses. 

And the problem of firearms remamed unsolved. 
What he wanted to know was not whether the two or 
three thousand guns they posseted ought to be sur- 
rendered, but how the masses were to be armed m case 
of an attack by Chiang Kai-shek As long as discussions 
continued, the men would be disarmed And if the Mih- 
tary Committee, on the one hand, insisted on being given 
arms, no matter what happened, the Central Committee, 
knowing that the Trotskyist theses were attacking the 
umon with the Kuomintang, was terrified by any atti- 
tude which might, rightly or wrongly, seem to be hnked 
to that of die Russian Opposition 

Now Kyo could just make out the dim lights of the 
Mihtary Committee headquarters, through the fog that 

z6f 



had not yet lifted, and that obhged him to walk on the 
sidewalk to avoid the passmg cars. Opaque mist and 
night: he had to hght his cigarette-lighter to see his 
watch. He was a few mmutes late Deciding to hurry, 
he shpped his arm mto May’s, she pressed gently against 
him After a few steps, he felt m May’s body a jerk and 
a sudden limpness she was falhng, shppmg m front of 
lum “May'” He stumbled, fell on all fours, and, the 
moment he was starting to get up, received a violent 
blow from a bludgeon m the nape of the neck. He fell 
forward on top of her, full length. 

Three policemen stepped out from a buildmg and 
jomed the one who had struck the blow. An empty car 
stood parked a short distance away. They bundled Kyo 
into It and drove off, bmding him only after they were 
under way. 

When May came to (the jerk that Kyo had felt had 
been caused by a blow below the ribs) a picket of Chiang 
Kai-shek’s soldiers was guardmg the entrance to the 
Mditary Committee headquarters, because of the mist, 
she perceived them only when she was almost up to 
them She continued to walk m the same direction (she 
was breathmg with difEculty, and was suffermg from 
the blow), and burned back to Gisors’ house. 


Midmght 

As soon as he had learned that a bomb had been 
thrown at Chiang Kai-shek, Hemmelnch had run to get 
news. He had been told that the general was killed and 
that the murderer had gotten away, but, before the over- 
turned car, the tom-off hood, he had seen Ch’en’s corpse 
on the sidewalk— small and bloody, already drenched 
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by the fog— guarded by a soldier seated nearby, and had 
learned that the general was not m the car Absurdly, it 
seemed to him that his having refused to give Ch’en 
shelter was one ot the causes of his death, he had run to 
the Commumst post of his quarter, in despair, and had 
spent an hour there vainly discussmg the attempt upon 
rhiAng Kai-shek’s life A comrade had entered 
“The Umon of the spmmng-miU workers at Chapei 
has )ust been closed by Chiang Kai-shek’s soldiers ” 
“Didn’t the comrades resist?” 

“All who protested were immediately shot. At Chapei 
the mihtants are also being shot or their homes are 
burned down. . . The Municipal Government has just 

been dispersed All the Umons are bemg closed ” 

No orders from the Central Committee The married 
comrades had immediately run home, to save then wives 
and children through flight 

The moment Hemmelrich stepped outside, he heard 
volleys of gun-fire, he risked bemg recognized, but he 
must at all costs get the child and the woman off to 
safety. Before him, through the fog, passed two armored 
cars and trucks loaded with Chiang Kai-shek’s soldiers. 
In the distance the volleys contmued, and others, close 
by 

No soldiers m the Avenue of the Two Repubhcs, nor 
in the street where he had his shop No no more soldiers 
The door of the shop was open He ran m on the floor, 
heaps of smashed records scattered m large pools of 
blood. The shop had been “cleaned” with grenades, hke 
a trench. The woman was slumped against the counter, 
almost crouching, her whole chest the color of a wound 
In a comer, a child’s arm, the hand, thus isolated, ap- 
peared even smaller “If only they are dead'” thought 
Hemmelrich He was especially afraid of having to stand 
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by and watch a slow death, powerless, only able to suf- 
fer, as usual— more afraid even than of those cases rid^ 
died with grenade fragments and spattered with red 
spots. Through his shoe-soles he could feel the snckiness 
of the floor “Their blood ” He remamed motionless, no 
longer danng to SOT, lookmg, lookmg . . . He discov- 
ered at last the body of the child, near the door which 
hid It He was scarcely breathmg, overwhelmed by the 
smeU of the spilt blood In the distance, two grenades 
exploded. “No question of burymg them. . . .” He 
locked the door with a key, stood there before the shop. 
“If they come and recognize me. I’m done for.” But he 
could not leave. 

He knew he was suffermg, but a halo of indifference 
surroimded his gnef, the mdifference which follows 
upon an illness or a blow in the head. No grief would 
have surprised him on the whole, fate this time had dealt 
him a better blow than usual Death did not astonish 
him It was no worse than hfe The thing that appalled 
him was the thought that behmd this door there had 
been as much suffermg as there was blood. This time, 
however, destmy had played badly, by tearmg from 
him everythmg he stiU possessed, it freed him. 

He entered the shop again, shut the door. In spite of 
the catastrophe, of the sensation of havmg the ground 
give way under his feet, leavmg nothmg but empty 
space, he could not banish from his mmd the atrocious, 
weighty, profound joy of hberation. With horror and 
satisfaction he felt it rumble withm him like a subter- 
ranean river, grow nearer, the corpses were there, his 
feet which were stuck to the floor were glued by their 
blood, nothmg could be more of a mockery than these 
murders— espeaaUy that of the sick child he seemed 
even more innocent than the dead waman;— but nowj 
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he was no longer impotent Now, he too could kill. It 
came to him suddenly that life was not the only mode 
of contact between human beings, that it was not even 
the best, that he could know them, love them, possess 
them more completely in vengeance than m life Agam 
he became aware of his shoe-soles, stuck to the floor, 
and tottered muscles were not aided by thought But 
an mtense exaltation was overwhelming him, the most 
powerful that he had ever known, he abandoned him- 
self to this frightful mtoxication with entire consent 
“One can kill with love With love, by God'” he re- 
peated, striking the counter with his fist— agamst the 
univ erse, perhaps. . . . He immediately withdrew his 
hand, his throat tight, on the verge of sobbmg the 
counter was also bloody. He looked at the brown blot 
on his hand which was trembhng, as if shaken by an 
attack of nerves little flakes were fallmg from it He 
wanted to laugh, to weep, to find rehef from the awful 
pressure on his chest . . Nothmg stirred, and the im- 
mense indifference of the world settled, together with 
the unwavering light, upon the records, the dead, the 
blood. The sentence “They wrenched off the members 
of the victims with red-hot tongs,” rose and fell m his 
bram, it was the first time it came back to him smce 
he had read it at school, but he felt that it somehow 
meant that he must leave, that he too must tear himself 
away. 

At last, without his knowmg how, departure became 
possible. He was able to go out, and began to walk m a 
s tate of oppressive well-be i ng which covered over eddies 
of limi tleffl hatr ed. When he had gone thirty meters he 
stssppedi ‘1 leTt the door open on them.” He retraced 
his steps. As he drew near, he felt sobs rismg, becoming 
knotted in his chest below his throat, and re maining 
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there. He shut his eyes, drew the door shut. The lock 
chcked locked. He started oS again “It’s not finished,” 
he said hoarsely as he walked. “It’s beginning It’s begin- 
ning . . .” His shoulders thrust forward, he pushed 
ahead like a barge-tower towards a dun country of 
which he knew only that one killed there, pulling with 
his shoulders and with his brain the weight of all his 
dead who, at last' no longer prevented him from ad- 
vancmg. 

His hands tremblmg, his teeth chattermg, carried away 
by his terrible hberty, he was back at the Post m ten 
minutes. It was a two-story buildmg Behmd the win- 
dows, mattresses were undoubtedly piled up m spite 
of the absence of bhnds, no lummous rectangles were 
visible through the fog, but only vertical slits The cahn 
of the street, hardly more than an alley, was absolute, 
and those shts of hght took on the mtensity, both tmy 
and sharp, of spark-plug flashes He rang The door 
opened a fraction of an mch he was known. Behmd, 
four mihtants holdmg Mausers watched hun pass Like a 
nest of insects, the vast hall was ahve with an activity 
whose meanmg was obscure but whose movement was 
dear— everythmg came from the cellar, the ground-floor 
was deserted. Two workers on the landmg of the stans 
were instalhng a machme-gun whigh-CSnimanded the 
Jiall. It did not even glisten, but it attracted attention like 
the tabernacle in a church. Students, workers were run- 
nmg. He passed in front of bundles of barbed wires 
(what use could they be?), mounted the stairs, cirded 
the machme-gun, and reached the stair-head. Katov was 
coming out of an ofiice, and looked at him question- 
ingly Without a word, Hemmelnch held out his bloody 
hand 
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“Wounded? There are bandages downstaurs. You’ve 
hidden the kid?” 

Hemmelrich could not speak He stubbornly showed 
his hand, with a stupid air “It’s their blood,” he was, 
ihmk in g But it could not be said 

“I have a knife,” he said at last “Give me a gun.” 

“There aren’t many guns ” 

“Grenades.” 

Katov hesitated 

“Do you thmk I’m scared, yoitson of a bitch?” 

“Go downstairs There are grenades in the cases Not 
many . . . Do you know where Kyo is?” 

“Haven’t seen him I saw Ch’en he’s dead.” 

“I know.” 

Hemmelrich went down With their arms buned up 
to their shoulders, comrades were rummagmg m an open 
case So the supply was nearly exhausted The minglec^ 
bodies were movmg about m the full hght of the lamps-- 
there were no vent-holes— and the volume of those dense 
bodies around the case, encountered after the shadows 
that passed back and forth under the dimmed hght- 
bulbs m the corndor above, surprised him as if, in th e 
fa ce of death, thes e men had accjuired a sudd en right to. 
a' life more mtense tha n that of the others . He filled lus 
pockets, went upstairs agam The others, the shadows, 
had fimshed mstallmg the machme-gun and placed the 
jarbed wires behmd the door, back just far enough to 
allow it to open. Every minute or two the door-bell 
rang. He looked through the peep-hole the misty street 
was still calm and empty The comrades were arrivmg, 
formless m the fog hke feh m stirred water, m the streak 
of shadow cast by the roofs. He was turmng round to 
go and look for Katov. suddenly, two hurried rmgs, a 

273 



shot and the piercing gasp of someone being strangled, 
then the fall of a body 

“Here they are'” several of the men guardmg the 
door shouted at once Silence fell upon the corndor, sub- 
dued by the voices and the rattle of arms that rose from 
the cellar. The men were takmg their fighting-posts 


Half past one m the morning 

Clappique, emergmg from his lie as from a fit of 
drunkenness, was stalkmg through the lobby of his Chi- 
nese hotel where the “boys,” slumped on a round table 
under the call-board, were spitting sunflower seeds at 
the spittoons He knew he would not sleep He opened 
his door mechamcally, threw his coat on the familiar 
copy of the Tales of Hoffmann and poured himself some 
whiskey alcohol would sometimes banish the torment 
which seized him at moments Somethmg was changed 
m this room. He strove not to notice it the mexplicable 
absence of certam objects would have been too alarmmg. 
He had managed to escape almost everythmg upon 
which men base them fives— love, family, work, but not 
fear. It rose in him, like an acute consciousness of his 
sohtude, to banish it he usually ran to the nearest Black 
Cat, sought refuge m the women who open their thighs 
and their hearts while thmkmg of somethmg else. Impos- 
sible tomght worn out, fed up with lying and provi- 
sional mtimacies. . . . He saw himself in the mirror, 
went up to It 

“After all, my good fellow,” he said to the Clappique 
in the mirror, “why run away!' How long is all this 
gomg to last? You’ve had a wife- let’s forget it, oh' 
let’s forget it' Mistresses, money, you can always think 
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of them when you need phantoms to make an ass of you. 
Not a word' You have gifts, as they say, a sense of 
humor, all the qualities needed to make a parasite you 
can always be a valet at Ferral’s when age has brought 
you to perfection There is also the profession of gen 
tleman-beggar, the pohce and smcide A pimp> The 
delusion of grandeur agam. Which leaves suicide, I tell 
you. But you don’t want to die You don’t want to die, 
you httle bastard' And yet look at yourself— a fine face 
to use for a dead man. . . 

He drew still nearer, his nose almost touchmg the 
glass, he twisted his face, mouth open, mto a gargoyle’s 
grimace, and, as if the mask had answered him 

“Everyone can’t be dead? Obviously it takes a httle 
of everythmg to make a world Pshaw' When you’re 
dead you’ll go to Paradise. And what a companion God 
will be for a fellow of your sort . . 

He made a different face, mouth shut and drawn 
towards the chin, eyes half-opened, like a carnival 
samurai. And immediately, as if he had found a way of 
expressmg directly m all its intensity the torment which 
words were not adequate to translate, he began to make 
faces, transformmg himself mto a monkey, an idiot, a 
terrified person, an apoplectic, into all the grotesques 
that a human face can express This no longer sufficed 
he used his fingers, drawing out the corners of his eyes, 
enlargmg his mouth for the toad face of the man-who- 
laughs, flattenmg his nose, pulhng out his ears. Each of 
these faces spoke to him, revealed to him a part of 
himself hidden by life; this debauchery of the grotesque 
in the solitary room, with the night.ro^ piled against the 
window, was assummg the at^oeroBS and terrifying 
humor of madness. He heard hJS'OwnilaMghter— a single 
p,ote, the same, as his mother’s; and,>suddbnly percqwsr^ 



his face, he withdrew with horror and sat down, panting 
There was a pad of paper and a pencil on the arm-chaiTv 
If he went on m this way he would really go mad To 
protect himself from the frightful mirror he began writ- 
ing to himself 

You toould end up as a king, my old Toto. Ktng' good 
and warm tn a cozy msane-asylum, thanks to delirium 
tremens, your only friend, if you keep on drinking But 
at this moment, are you drunk or sober^ . You who 
imagine so many things, what are you waiting for to 
mtagine yourself happy ^ Do you think , . . 

Someone knocked 

He tumbled down to earth Rescued but dumb- 
founded The knockmg was repeated. 

“Come in.” 

A wool cloak, a black felt hat, a head of white hair: 
old Gisors. 

“But I . . . I . . .” Qappique spluttered 

“Kyo has just been arrested,” said Gisors “You know 
Komg, don’t you.>” 

“I . . . But I’ve got nothmg to do with it. . . .” 

Gisors studied him carefully. “If only he isn’t too 
drunk,” he thought 

“You know Komg,” he repeated. 

“Yes, I, I . . . know him I have . . . done him « 
service. Great service.” 

“Call you ask him to return it!*” 

“Why not^ But what^"” 

“As the chief of Chiang Kai-shek’s secret police he 
can have Kyo released Or, at least, prevent his being 
shot you understand it’s most urg^ent. . . 

“Y-yes All light.” 

He had so litde confidence m Konig’s gratitude, how- 
ever, that he had considered it useless and perhaps im- 



prudent to go and see him, even after Shpilevski’s wai fl- 
ing. He sat down on the bed, his nose pomted straight 
down to the floor He did not dare to speak. The tone 
of Gisors’ voice convmced him that the latter did not 
suspect that he was responsible for Kyo’s arrest Gisors 
saw in him the friend who had come to warn Kyo that 
afternoon, not the man who was gambling at the hour 
of his appomtment But Clappique could not convince 
himself of this He did not dare to look at him and could 
not calm himself Gisors was wondering from what 
drama or what extravagance he was emerging, not guess 
mg that his presence was one of the causes of his panting 
breath It seemed to Clappique that Gisors was accusing 
him 

“You know, old man, that Fm not . . . anyway thal 
Fm not as mad as all that, I, I . . 

He could not stop stammermg, it seemed to him at 
times that Gisors was the only man who understood 
him, and at times that he took him for a buffoon. The 
old man was loolong at him without speaking 

“I . . What do you think of me^*” 

Gisors was more mclined to take him by the shoul- 
ders and lead him to Komg’s than to talk to hun, but 
beneath what he took to be his intoxication he discerned 
such a turmoil that he did not dare to refuse to enter 
mto the game. 

“There are those who need to write, those who need 
to dream, those who need to talk . . It’s all the samft 

thing. TTie theater is not senous, but the bull-fight is; 
novels aren’t senous, but mythomama is.” 

Qappique got up. 

“Have you hurt your arm^” asked Gisors. 

“A twist. Not a word . . 

Clappiaue had awkwardly turned his arm to hide hi« 



wristwatch as if this watch which had shown him the 
time in the gamblmg-hall would have betrayed him. He 
perceived by Gisors’ question that this was idiotic. 

“When will you go and see Komg?” 

“Tomorrow mormng?” 

“Why not now? The pohce are awake tomght,” said 
Gisors with bitterness, “and anythmg might hap- 
pen. . . .” 

Clappique was only too glad Not through remorse 
(had he been at the game agam he would have stayed 
agam), but by way of compensation 

“Let’s run, old dear . . .” 

The change which he had noticed in the room upon 
entermg agam made him uneasy. He looked carefully, 
was smpefied at not havmg seen it before one of his 
Taokt pamtings— “to make one dream”— and his two 
finest statues had disappeared. On the table, a letter 
Shpdevski’s handwntmg. He guessed But he did not 
dare to read the letter. Shpilevski had warned him that 
Kyo was m danger if he were to let himself go to the 
pomt of talkmg about him, he would be unable to avoid 
telling everythmg. He took the letter and put it m his 
pocket. 

As soon as they were outside they encountered ar- 
mored cars and trucks loaded with soldiers. 

Clappique had almost recovered his calm, to hide the 
anxiety from which he could not yet free himself, he 
played the fool, as usual 

“I would like to be a wizard, to send the cahph a uni- 
corn— a sun-colored umcom, I tell you— which would 
appear m the palace, shoutmg: ‘Know, Cahph, that the 
first sultana is unfaithful m you!’ Not a word* I would 
be grand as a unicorn myself, with my nose' And of 
’-ourse, It wouldn’t be true. Apparently nobody realizes 
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how voluptuous It IS to live m another person’s eyes aJi- 
altogether different hfe from his own. Especially st 
woman’s. . . .” 

“What woman has not mvented a life-history for at 
least one of the men who have accosted her on the 
Street^*” 

“You . . . think everyone is a mythomaniac?” 

Clappique’s eyehds flickered nervously, he walked 
more slowly 

^‘No, listen,” he said, “tell me frankly why do you. 
thmk they aren’t 

He now felt an urge, curiously foreign to himself 
but very strong, to ask Gisors what he thought of gam- 
blmg, and yet, if he spoke of gambhng he would surely 
confess everythmg Was he gomg to speak? Silence 
would have forced hm to, luckily Gisors answered 

“Perhaps I’m the person least capable of answering 
you . . . Opium teaches only one thmg, which is that 
aside from physical suffermg, there is nothing real.” 

“Suffermg, yes . . . And . . fear.” 

“Fear?” 

“You are never afraid, with o-opium?” 

“No Why?” 

“Ah ” 

In truth, Gisors believed that if the world was with- 
out reahty, men— even those who are most opposed to 
the world— have an mtense reahty, but that Clappique, 
precisely, was one of the rare bemgs who had none. And 
this conviction tormented him, for it was into those uu' 
substantial hands that he was givmg over Kyo’s fate. Be 
n eath the attitudes of every man there is a base that cap 
Sie touch ed, a nd thinking of his aiilicdon enables one to 
an ink l ing of its natur e. Gianpique's aflhmon was 
independent of hiin, like that of a child, he was not re- 
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sponsible for it, it could destroy him, il could not modify 
him. He could cease to exist, disappear m a vice, m a 
monomania, he could not become a man “A heart of 
gold, but hollow” Gisors perceived that at tKFT^e^of 
O^piqW there was neither affliction nor sohtude, as m 
other men, but sensation Gisors sometimes gauged other 
men by ima gining their old age Clappique could not 
grow old. Age did not brmg him human experience, but 
an mtoxication— lust or drugs— m which all his means of 
ignormg hfe would at last merge “Perhaps,” the Baron 
was thinking , “if I told him everything, he would find 
it qmte normal . ” Shots were now firmg every- 

where in the Chinese city. Clappique begged Gisors to 
leave bun at the boundary of the concession Konig 
would not receive him Gisors stopped, watched his thin, 
loose figure disappear m the mist. 

The special section of Chiang Kai-shek’s pohce was 
quartered m a plain villa built about 1920 suburban 
style, but with wmdows framed m extravagant blue and 
yeUow Portuguese ornaments Two sentmels and more 
orderhes than usual, all the men armed, that was all. On 
the card which a secretary handed him Clappique wrote 
“Toto,” leaving the occasion of his visit blank, and 
waited. It was the first time he found himself m a hghted 
place smce he had left his room he drew Shpilevski’s 
letter from his pocket 

My Dear Friend: 

1 have yielded to your insistence. My scruples were 
well founded, but I have thought it over, you enable me 
in this way to recover my peace of mind, and the profits 
which my venture promises are so great and so certain 
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that 1 ‘mil surely be able to repay you, ‘wuhtn a yecrr, 
’mth objects of the same kind, and -finer. The food busi- 
ness, m this city . . . 

There followed four pages of explanation. 

‘It doesn’t look very good,” thought Clappique, “not 
good at all . ” But an orderly was coming for him 

Komg was waitmg for him, seated on his desk, facmg 
the door. Thick-set, dark, a crooked nose m a square 
face He came towards him, shook his hand m a brisk, 
firm manner that separated rather than united them. 

“How are you!> Good I knew I would see you today 
Fm glad I was able to be of use to you m my turn ” 

“You are for-r-midable,” answered Clappique, half 
playing the buifoon “I’m only wondering if there isn’t 
a misunderstandmg you know I’m not interested in poli- 
tics. . . 

“There’s no misunderstanding.” 

“His gratitude is rather condescendmg,” thought 
Qappique. 

“You have two days to get out You did me a service 
once Today I’ve warned you.” 

“Wh-what? You? . . 

“Do you think Shpdevski would have dared? You’re 
dealing with the Chmese Secret Service, but the Chinese 
are no longer directing it. Enough of nonsense.” 

Clappique was beginning to admire Shpilevski, but not 
without irritation. 

“Well,” he went on, “since you are good enough to 
remember me, allow me to ask you something else.” 
“What?” 

Clappique no longer had much hope each new re- 
sponse of Komg’s showed him that the fellowship on 
which he counted did not exist, or no longer existed 
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If Komg had warned him, he no longer owed him any* 
thing. It was more to reheve his conscience than with 
any hope of success that he said 

“Couldn’t somethmg be done for young Gisors? I 
don’t suppose you give a damn about all that . . 

“What is he?” 

“A Communist Important, I beheve ” 

“First of all, why is that fellow a Communist? His 
father? A half-breed? No ]ob? That a worker should be 
a Communist is idiotic enough, but he' Well, what?” 

“It’s not easy to summarize, ...” 

Clappique was reflecting 

“Because he’s a half-breed, perhaps , , . But he could 
have adjusted himself his mother was Japanese. He 
didn’t try. He says something hke this a will to dig- 
mty. . . .” 

“Dignity'” 

Clappique was stupefied Komg was yelhng at him. 
He did not expect that one word to produce such a vio- 
lent effect. “Have I made a blunder?” he wondered 

“First of all, what does that mean?” Komg asked, 
shakmg his forefinger as though he had been talking 
without bemg understood “Dignity,” he repeated. Clap- 
pique could not mistake the tone of bs voice it was that 
of hatred He stood a little to the nght of Clappique, and 
his nose, which had a sharp curve at this angle, strongly 
accentuated his face. 

“Tell me, my httle Toto, do you believe in digmty?” 

“In others. ...” 

“Yes?” 

His tone said “Is this going to go on much longer?” 

“You know what the Reds did to the ofiicem who 
were taken prisoners?’* 

Clappique was^ careful not to answer. This- was getting 
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senous And he felt that this <]uestion was a 3reparation— 
a help which Komg was giving Inniself he expected no 
answer 

“In Siberia, I was an interpreter in a prisoner’s camp 
jL was able to get away by servmg m the White army, 
with Semenoff Whites or Reds— they were aU the same 
to me I wanted to return to Germany. I was caught by 
the Reds. I was half dead of cold They beat me with 
their fists, calhng me captam (I was a lieutenant) , till 1 
fell. They lifted me up I was not wearing Semenoff’s 
uniform with httle skulls and cross-bones I had a star on 
each epaulette ” 

He stopped “He might refuse without making so 
much fuss,” thought Clappique Breathless, heavy, the 
voice implied a need which he nevertheless was seekmg 
to understand 

“They drove a nail into each shoulder, through each 
star. Long as a finger. Listen carefully, httle 7'oto ” 

He took him by the arm, looking steadily mto his eyes, 
with the look of a man in love 

“I wept like a woman, hke a calf, ... I wept before 
them. You understand, don’t you? Let’s leave it at that. 
No one will lose an)n:hmg by it ” 

That lustful look enlightened Clappique, The confi- 
dence was not surpnsmg it was not a confidence, it was 
a revenge Beyond a doubt he told this story— or told it 
to himself— each time he had a chance to kill, as if this 
tale could rub into the limitless humiliation which tor- 
tured him until It bled. 

“Listen, litde fellow, it would be better not to talk to 
me too much about dignity. . . . My digmty is to kill 
them. Do you think I give a damn about China' Yeah! 
China, no fooling! I’m in the Kuommtang only to kill 
them off* I live as I used to— like a man, hke anybody 
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like the lowest of the riff-raff that pass m front of that 
window— only when Fm killing them It’s like opium 
smokers with their pipes A rag, that’s all. You came to 
ask me to save his skm!^ Even if you had saved my life 
three times . 

He shrugged his shoulders, contmued passionately 

“Do you even have an idea what it is, my poor Toto, 
to see one’s life assume a meanmg, an absolute meamng: 
disgust you with yourself 

He ended the sentence between his teeth, his hands m 
lus pockets, his hair qmvermg as he snapped out the 
words 

“There is forgetfulness . . said Qappique m a low 
voice. 

“It’s more than a year smce I’ve had a woman' Is that 
enough for you^ And . .” 

He stopped short, went on in a lower voice- 

“But I say, httle Toto. Young Gisors, young Gi- 
sors • . . You were speakmg of a misunderstandmg, 
you soil want to know why you’re wanted'^ I’ll tell you. 
It’s you who handled the matter of the guns on the 
Shantung, isn’t it^^ Do you know whom the guns were 
for?” 

“One asks no questions m that game, not a word'” 

He was raismg his forefinger to his lips, in accordance 
with his purest traditions He was immediately embar- 
rassed by the gesture. 

“For the Communists. And as you were risking your 
life, you might have been told. And it was a swmdle. 
They used you to gam time that very night they plun- 
dered the ship. If I’m not mistaken it was your present 
prot6g6 who launched you m this affair?” 

Clappique was on the pomt of answenng “I got my 
commission just the same.” But Konig’s face expressed 
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such gloating satisfaction at the revelation he had just 
made that Qappique had no longer any other desire than 
to leave Although Kyo had kept his promises, he had 
made him risk his life without telhng him Would he 
have risked it? No Kyo had been nght to prefer his 
cau^ ^ him he would now be right to dismterest hun- 
self la Kyo All the more so since in truth he could do 
nothing He simply shrugged his shoulder 
“So I have forty-eight hours to get out?” 

“Yes You don’t insist You are right Good-by ” 

He says he hasn’t had a woman m a year, thought 
Qappique as he went down the stairs Impotence? Or 
what? I would have thought that kind of . experi- 
ence . . . would make a man an erotomamac He must 
make such confidences, as a rule, to those who are about 
to die m any case I’d better get out He could not get 
over the tone m which Konig had said “To hve as a 
man, as anybody ” He remamed dazed by that com- 
plete mtoxication, which only blood could satisfy he 
had seen enough wrecks from the civil wars of Qiina 
and Siberia to know that a . deep humihation calls for a 
viol ent negation of the world, only drugs, neuroses, and 
blood insistently Shed, can teed such sohtudes He under- 
stood now why Komg had liked his company, as he was 
not unaware that m his presence all leahty vanished. He 
was walkmg slowly, and was startled to find Gisors wait- 
mg for him on the other side of the barbed wires. What 
should he tell him? . . « Too late goaded by impatience, 
Gisors was advancmg to meet him, was emergmg from 
the mist two meters away He was starmg at him with a 
madman’s haggard intensity Qappique became fnght- 
ened, stopped Gisors was aheady seizmg his arm 
“Nothmg to be done?” he asked, in a voice that waj 
gloomy but calm. 
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Clappique shook his head and said nothing 

“Well. FU try to get another friend to do something.” 

Upon seemg Clappique come out of the mist, he had 
f;$Jized his own foUy. The whole dialogue he had imag- 
itfed between them on the Baron’s return was absurd, 
Clappique was neither an mterpreter nor a messenger— 
he was a card. The card had been played— he had lost, 
as Clappique’s face showed. He would have to find an- 
other. Gorged -mth .aimeiy, with distre^, he remamed 
luad beh^E'lus desolattqn.^He had thought of Ferral; 
Ijut Ferral would not mtervene m a conflict of this na- 
ture. He would try to get two friends to mtercede m his 
behalf. . . . 

Konig had called a secretary. 

“Tomorrow.— Young Gisors— here. As soon as the 
councils are over.” 


Five o’clock in the morning 

Above the short flashes of the gun-shots, yellowish 
in the fadmg mght, Katqv and Hemmehich, through the 
windows of the second story, saw the first leaden reflec- 
tions of dawn on the neighbonng roofs. The outlmes of 
the buildmgs were becoimng distmct. Pale, with their 
hair disheveled, they could begm to distmgmsh each 
other’s features, and each knew what the other was 
thinking . The last day. Hardly any ammunition left. No 
popular movement had come to their rescue Volleys, m 
the direction of Chapei comrades besieged like them- 
selves. Katov had explained to Hemmelrich why there 
was no hope: at any moment Chiang Kai-shek’s men 
would be bringing the small-cahber guns which the gen- 
sial’s guard had at their disposal; as soon as one of those 
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cannons could be set up in one of the houses facing the 
post, mattresses and walls would fall as at a country-fair. 
The Communists’ machme-gun soil commanded the dooi 
of that house, when it ran out of ammumtion it would 
cease to command it Which would be very soon. 

For hours they had been finng furiously, egged on by 
the anticipated vengeance. They knew they were 
doomed, and kdhng was the only means of makmg their 
last hours count But they were beginning to be weary 
of that too. Their adversaries, better and better sheltered, 
now appeared only at rare mtervals It seemed as if the 
battle were weakemng with the mght— and, absurdly, as 
if the dawning day, which did not reveal a smgle enemy 
shadow, were bringmg their freedom, as the mght had 
brought their imprisonment. 

The reflection of dawn, on the roofs, was turnmg pale 
gray, above the suspended battle the hght seemed to be 
inh ah ng large segments of the mght, leaving only black 
rectangles m front of the buildmgs. The shadows grew 
shorter looking at them helped to avoid thinkmg of the 
men who were about to die here The shadows were 
contracting as on any other day, with their eternal move- 
ment, which today had a savage majesty because they 
would never see it agam. Suddenly all the windows 
across the street were hghted up, and bullets came beat- 
mg about the doorway like a volley of pebbles, one of 
their men had swung out a coat at the end of a stick. The 
enemy were satisfied to remain on the watch. 

“Eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen . . .” said Hem- 
melnch. He was counting the corpses now visible m the 
street. 

“All that’s a joke,” answered Katov almost m a whis- 
per. “All they We to do is to wait. Daylight is in then 
fevor,” 
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There were only five wounded lying in the room, 
they were not groaning two were smokmg, watchmg 
dayhght appear between the wall and the mattresses Be- 
yond, Suan and another combatant were guarding the 
second window. The volleys had practically ceased 
Were Chiang Kai-shek’s troops waitmg everywhere^ 
Victors the month before, the Communists had known 
their moves hour by hour, today they knew nothing, hke 
those who had then been the vanquished 

As if to confirm what Katov had just said, the door of 
the enemy buildmg opened (the two halls faced each 
other) , immediately the cracklmg of a machme-gun en- 
hghtened the Communists. “They brought it by way of 
the roofs,” thought Katov. 

“Over here'” 

It was his machme-gunners who were callmg Hem- 
melnch and he ran out, and understood the enemy ma- 
chme-gun, no doubt protected by an armor-plate, was 
finng steadily There were no Communists m the corri- 
dor of the post, smce it was under the fire of their own 
machme-gun which, from the top steps of the stairway, 
commanded the adversanes’ entrance. But now the latter 
were protected by the steel plate Nevertheless it was im- 
perative to mamtam their fire. The marksman had fallen 
on his side, kiUed, no doubt, it was the feeder who had 
shouted. He was both feedmg and firing, but slowly. 
The bullets caused splmters of wood from the steps and 
bits of plaster from the wall to bounce out, and occa- 
sional deadened sounds, forming imperceptible gaps m 
die terrific uproar, indicated that a few were entermg the 
flesh of the livmg or the dead Hemmelrich and Katov 
rushed forward. “Nor you!” bellowed the Belgian With 
a blow to the chm he sent Katov rolhng m the haU, and 
jumped to the post of the gunner. The enemy was now 
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firing a little lower Not for long. “Are there any more 
cartndge-belts?” asked Hemmelnch Instead of answer- 
ing, the feeder plunged head forward, rolhng limply 
down the whole length of the steps And Hemmelrich 
discovered that he did not know how to feed a machme- 
gun. 

He rushed up the stairs agam, felt himself hit m the 
eye and m the calf. In the hall, above the angle of the 
enemy’s fire, he halted his eye had been hit merely by a 
piece of plaster detached by a bullet, his calf was bleed- 
ing— another bullet, which had made a surface wound. 
Already he was m the room where Katov, propped 
against a wall, was pulling a mattress towards himself 
with one hand (not to protect himself but to hide from 
the enemy), and holdmg m the other a bundle of gre- 
nades the grenades alone, if they exploded right against 
It, could be effective agamst the steel plate 

They had to be thrown through the wmdow into the 
enemy corndor. Katov had placed another bundle be- 
hmd him, Hemmelnch seized it and threw it at the same 
tune as Katov over the mattress. Katov found himself on 
the floor, mowed by bullets, as if by his own grenades 
when their heads and arms had passed above the mattress, 
the enemy had fired on them from all the windows 
Hemmelrich, who had ducked m tune, was wondenng 
if that sphttmg of matches, so close to him, did not come 
from his own legs The bullets continued to pour in, but 
the two men were protected by the wall now that they 
had fallen the openmg of the wmdow was three feet 
above the floor In spite of the gun-shots, Hemmelrich 
had an impression of silence, for the two machme-guns 
had Ceased firmg. He crawled forward on his elbows 
towards Katov, who did not stir; he pulled him by the 
shoulders. Out of range of the firmg, they looked at each 
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other m silence* in spite of the mattresses and other pro- 
tection which obstructed the window, broad daylight 
now flooded the room Katov was fainting On his thigh 
was a large red spot which was spreadmg on the floor as 
on a blotter Hemmelrich heard Suan shout “The can- 
non’” then an enormous, deafenmg explosion, and, just 
as he was raising his head, a blow at the base of his nose 
m his turn he famted. 

Hemmelrich was coming to, litde by little, rising from 
the depths towards that surface of silence which was so 
strange that it seemed to revive him the cannon was no 
longer firing The wall was torn away obhquely On the 
floor, covered with plaster and wreckage, Katov and the 
others, unconscious or dead He was very thirsty, and 
feverish. His wound m the calf was not serious He 
crawled to the door, and m the hall got up on his feet, 
heavily, leamng against the wall Except for his head, 
where a piece of the masonry had hit him, his pam was 
diffused, clutchmg the banister, he went down, not the 
street-stairway, where the enemy were undoubtedly s till 
waitmg, but that of the court The firing had ceased 
Against the walls of the entrance hall there was a row of 
mches, which had formerly held tables He slipped into 
the first one, crouched down, and looked out upon the 
court. 

To the right of a building which seemed deserted (but 
he was sure that it was not), a sheet-iron shed; in the dis- 
tance a house with curved-up gables and a row of tele- 
graph poles that eaended, m dimmishmg perspective, to- 
wards the open country which he would not see again 
The network of barbed wires m front of the door made 
black streaks across that dead scene and the gray day- 
hght, like cracks in a porcelam dish. A shadow appeared 
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outside, a kind of bear a man facing in his direction, his 
back stooped, he began to climb through the barbed 
wires 

Hemmelrich had no more bullets He was watchmg 
that mass passmg from one wire to another The wires 
stood out sharp against the light, but without perspec- 
tive, so that he was unable to gauge the progress it was 
makmg Like an enormous insect, it hung to a wire, fell 
back, attached itself agam Hemmelrich drew nearer, 
along the wall It was clear that the man would pass, at 
this moment, however, he was entangled, and was tiymg 
with a strange gruntmg to free himself from the barbs 
that had caught his clothes, and it seemed to Hemmelrich 
that the monstrous msect might remam there forever, 
enormous and knotted, suspended against the gray light. 
But one hand reached out, black and sharp, to seize an- 
other wire, and the body resumed its movement. 

This was the end Behmd, the street and the machine- 
gun Up there, Katov and his men, on the floor. The de- 
serted house, opposite, was certainly occupied, no doubt 
by machine-gunners who still had cartridges If he went 
out, the enemy would aim at his knees, to make him a 
prisoner (he suddenly felt the fragility of those small 
bones, the knee-caps . . ) At least he would perhaps 
kill this one 

Tlie monster— man, bear and spider combmed— con- 
tmued to disentangle itself from the wures. Alongside of 
the black mass a Ime of light marked the ridge of hiia 
large pistol Hemmelrich felt himself at the bottom of a 
hole, fascinated less by the creature that was movmg so 
slowly, approaching like death itself, than by everything 
that followed it, everything that was once more going 
to crush him, like a cofiin-hd screwed down over a living 
person, it ms everything that had choked his everyday 
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life, which was now returning to crush him with one 
blow “They have beaten me for thirty-seven years, and 
now they’re gomg to kill me ” It was not only his own 
suffering which w'as> approaching, it was that of his wife 
with her beUy ripped open, of his murdered child every- 
thmg mingled m a haze of thitit, of fever, and of hatred. 
Agam, without lookmg at it, he felt Ae blood-stain on his 
left hand, neither as a bum nor as a discomfort he sim- 
ply knew that it was there, and that the man would 
finall y emerge from his barbed wires It was not for 
money that this man who was the first to pass was com- 
mg to kill those upstairs who were soil alive, it was for 
an idea, for a faith, Hemmehnch hated this shadow that 
had now stopped before the barrage of wires— hated 
everythmg it stood for it was not enough that the race 
of the fortunate should assassinate them, they also had to 
beheve they were nght The silhouette, its body now 
upright, was prodigiously stretched against the gray 
court, agamst the telegraph wires that vanished mto the 
limitless peace of the ramy spring mormng From a wm- 
dow came a shout, which the man answered, his response 
filled the corndor, enveloped Hemmekich. The Ime of 
kght on the pistol disappeared, buned in the holster and 
replaced by a flat bar, almost white m the dim hght the 
man was pullmg out his bayonet. He was no longer a 
man, he was everythmg that Hemmelrich had suffered 
from until now. In this black corridor, with the machme- 
gunners lymg m ambush on the other side of the door, 
and this enemy who was approaching, the Belgian be- 
came crazed with hatred. “They have made us starve all 
our lives, but this one is going to get it, he’s going to get 
It . . .” The man was approachmg, step by step, his 
bayonet held out. Hemmelrich crouched, and the sil- 
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houette immediately grew larger, the torso dimmishmg 
above legs that were strong as posts. 

The instant the bayonet passed over his head, he 
jumped up, seized the man’s neck with his right hand, 
tightened his grip The bayonet was knocked to the floor 
by the impact The man’s neck was too large for a smgle 
hand, and the fingers plunged convulsively mto the flesh 
without greatly checlong the respiration, but the other 
hand, furiously clutchmg at the pantmg face, was seized 
by an uncontrollable rage “You’ll pay for it,” Hemmel- 
rich shouted hoarsely “You’ll pay for it'” The man was 
staggering Instinctively he backed up against the wall 
Summomng all his strength, Hemmelnch smashed the 
head against that wall, then bent down a second, the 
Chinaman felt an enormous body entermg mto him, 
tearing his intestmes the bayonet He opened both 
hands, brought them back to his belly with a piercing 
groan and fell, shoulders forward, between Hemmel- 
rich’s legs He straightened out with a jerk, a drop of 
blood fell from the bayonet on his open hand, then an- 
other And as if this hand that was being spattered with 
blood had avenged him, Hemmelnch dared at last to 
look at his own, and understood that the blood-stam had 
rubbed off hours before 

And he discovered that perhaps he was not gomg to 
die He undressed the officer with feverish haste, seized 
both with love for this man who had come to brmg him 
his freedom and with rage because the clothes did not 
come off the body readily enough, as though the latter 
were holdmg on to them. FmaUy, dressed m the China- 
man’s umform, he showed himself at the wmdow, his 
bent-over face hidden by the visor of the cap. The 
enemy, across the courtyard, opened their wmdows with 
shnnts of inbilai-irxri. “T rnust get out before they’re here.” 
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He went out on the street-side, turned to the left as the 
man he had killed would have done to rejoin his group. 

“Any prisoners!’” shouted the men at the windows 

He made a vague gesture towards those he was sup- 
posed to rejom. That no one fired on him was both 
stupid and natural there was no astomshment left in 
him. He agam turned to the left and headed m the direc- 
tion of the concessions they were guarded, but he knew 
all the buildmgs with double entrances on the Avenue of 
the Two Repubhcs. 

One after the other the men of the Kuomintang were 
commg out. 



Part Six 




Ten o'clock in the morning 

EMPORARY said the guard. 

Kyo understood that he was being incarcerated in the 
common-law prison 

As soon as he entered the prison, even before he wa? 
able to look around, he was stunned by the frightful 
smell slaughter-house, dog-kennel, excrements The 
door through which he had just passed opened on a cor- 
ridor sumlar to the one he was leaving, right and left, up 
to the ceilmg, enormous wooden bars Withm the 
wooden cages, men. Tn the center, the warder seated be- 
fore a small table, on which lay a whip: a short handle, 
a flat thong, broad as a hand, thick as a finger— a weapon- 

“Stay there, son of a pig,” he said 

The man, accustomed to the dim light, was wntmg 
out a description of the prisoner Kyo’s head stfll ached, 
and standing soil made hun feel faint, he leaned against 
the bars 

“How, how, how are you^” someone called behind 
him. 

A disturbing voice, like that of a parrot, but a human 
voice. The place, was too dark for Kyo to make out hMi 
face; he could see only enormous fingers clutching the 
bars— not very far from his neck Behmd, lying down or 
standmg, swarmed shadows that were too elongated for 
human proportions men, like worms 

“Oiuld be better,” he answered, movmg away. 
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“Shut that, son of a turtle, if you don't want my fist m 
your face,” said the warder. 

Kyo had heard the word “temporary” several times, 
he knew therefore that he would not remain here long 
He was resolved not to hear the insults, to endure every- 
thmg that could be endured, the important thmg was to 
get out of there, to resume the struggle Yet he felt the 
nauseating humiliation that every man feels before some- 
one upon whom he depends, powerless agamst that foul 
shadow with a whip— shorn of himself 

“How, how, how are you^” the voice called agam 

The warder opened a door, luckily in the bars on the 
left Kyo entered the stall. At the back, a low bench on 
which a sohtary man was lying. The door shut. 

“Pohtical?” asked the man. 

“Yes And you?” 

“No. Under the empire, I was a mandarm . . .” 

Kyo was gettmg used to the darkness Indeed, the man 
was well along m years— an old white cat, almost without 
a nose, with a thm mustache and pointed ears 

“. . . I sell women When thmgs are good, I give 
money to the pohce and they leave me alone When 
thmgs are bad, they think I keep the money and they 
throw me in prison But as long as thmgs are bad I pre- 
fer to be fed m prison rather than die of hunger m free- 
dom. . . .” 

“Here'” 

“You know, one gets used to it. . . . Ohtside, it’s not 
BO good, when you’re old, like me, and feeble. . . 

“How is It that you’re not with the rest?” 

“I sometimes give money to the clerk at the entrance. 
Also, every time I come here I get the same fare as the 
‘temporaries.’ ” 

The warder was brmgmg the food; he passed between 
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the bars two small bowls filled with a mud-colored 
doughy mass exudmg a steam as fetid as the atmosphere. 
He dipped his ladle into a pot, tossed the compact por 
ridge mto a bowl with a “plop,” and thereupon passed il 
to the prisoners in the other cage, one by one. 

“No use my taking any,” said a voice “it’s for to 
morrow ” 

(“His execution,” said the mandarin to Kyo ) 

“Me too,” said another voice “So you could very well 
give me a double portion, couldn’t you^ It makes •mi 
hungry?” 

“Do you want my fist m your face?” asked th< 
warder. 

A soldier entered, asked him a question He passed 
into the right-hand ceU, kicked a limp body. 

“He stirs,” he said “No doubt he’s still ahve. . . .” 

The soldier left. 

Kyo looked with concentrated attention, tried to set 
to which of those shadows belonged those voices so close 
to death— like himself, perhaps Impossible to make out 
those men would die without havmg been anythmg to 
him but voices. 

“Aren’t vou eatmg?” asked his compamon 
“No.” 

“In the beginning it’s always that way . . .” 

He took Kyo’s bowl. The warder entered, gave him a 
violent slap m the face and went out again canymg the 
bowl, without a word. 

“Why didn’t he touch me?” asked Kyo m a low voice. 

“I was the only guilty one, but it’s not that you’re a 
pohttcal prisoner, temporary, and you’re well dressed 
He’s going to try to get money out of you or youi 
friends But that doesn’t prevent , . . Wait. . . 

Money pursues me even into this hole, thought Kyo. 
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So true to the legend, the warder’s vileness did not seem 
to him altogether real, and, at the same time, it seemed to 
him a foul fatahty, as if power were enough to change 
almost every man into a beast Those obscure bemgs who 
stirred behind the bars, disturbmg like the colossal insects 
and crustaceans m his childhood dreams, were no more 
human Complete solimde and humihation “Look out,” 
he thought, for already he felt hraiself weaker. He felt 
certain that, had he not been the master of his death, ter- 
ror would have gotten the better of him in this place He 
opened the buckle of his belt, and shpped the cyamde 
into his pocket 

“How, how, how are you^” called the voice agam. 

“Enough’” came a chorus of shouts from the prisoners 
in the other cell. Kyo was by now used to the darkness, 
and the number of the voices did not astonish hun there 
were more than ten bodies lymg on the bench behmd 
the bars. 

“Are you gomg to shut up?” shouted the warder. 

“How, how, how are you?” 

The warder got up. 

“Is It a joke, or is he pig-headed?” asked Kyo m a low 
roice. 

“Neither,” answered the mandarin “crazy.” 

•‘But why . . .” 

Kyo did not finish. His neighbor was stoppmg up his 
ears. A sharp, raucous cry, both of terror and pain, fiUed 
the whole place. While Kyo was lookmg at the man- 
darin, the warder had entered the other cage with his 
whip. The thong cracked, and the same cry rose again. 
Kyo did not dare to stop up his ears, and waited, clutch- 
ing two bars, for the dreadful cry which w^ about to 
run through him again, and make his finger-nails tingle. 
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“Beat him up good and plenty,” said a voice, “so he’ll 
leave us m peace'” 

“Put a stop to It,” said four or five voices, “we want to 
sleep'” 

The mandarm, with his hands still stoppmg up his ears, 
leaned towards Kyo 

“It’s tlie eleventh time he has beat him in seven days, it 
seems I’ve been here two days— it’s the fourth tune. And 
in spite of everythmg, you can’t help hearmg it a httle. 
... I can’t shut my eyes, you see it seems to me that by 
lookmg at hun I’m helping him, that I’m not deserting 
him . . .” 

Kyo was also looking, hardly able to see anythmg. 
. . . “Compassion or cruelty?” he wondered, terrified. 
What IS base, and also what is susceptible to fascmation 
in every man was bemg appealed to with the most savage 
vehemence, and Kyo was strugglmg with his whole nund 
against human ignommy— he remembered the effort it 
had always required of him to get away from tortured 
bodies seen by chance he had hterally had to tear him- 
self away That men could stand by and watch the flog- 
gmg of a harmless lunatic, who, judgmg by his voice, 
was probably old, and approve such torture, called forth 
in him the same terror as Ch’en’s confidences, the mght 
in Hankow— “the octopuses . . .” Katov had told him 
what a constramt the medical student must exercise upon 
himself the first time he sees an abdomen cut open and 
the living organs exposed It was the same paralyzing 
horror, qmte different from fear, an all-powerful horrol 
even before the mind had appraised it, and all the more 
upsetting as Kyo was excruciatmgly aware of his own 
helplessness. And yet his eyes, much less accustomed to 
the gloom than those of his compamon, could make <m 
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only the flash of the leather, coming down like a hook, 
learmg out agonizing howls. Smce the first blow he had 
not stirred* he stood chngmg to the bars, his hands level 
with his face. 

“Warder,” he shouted. 

“You want some, too, do you'’” 

“I want to speak to you.” 

“Yes?” 

While the warder was furiously securmg the enor« 
mous lock, the prisoners he was leavmg were roarmg 
with dehght Tliey hated the “pohtical” prisoners, who 
were not of them. 

^‘Go to it' Go to it, warder' Let’s have some fun ” 

The man was in front of Kyo, his figure cut vertically 
by a bar His face expressed the most abject anger, that 
of a fool who thmks his power is bemg contested, but 
his features were not base— they were regular, anon- 
ymous. . . . 

“Listen,” said Kyo. 

They were loolong each other in the eye, the warder 
taller than Kyo, whose hands he saw still clutching the 
bars on each side of his head. Before Kyo knew what 
was happemng, he felt his left hand paralyzed by an un- 
b^able shot of pam The whip, held behmd the ward- 
er’s back had come down with full force. He could not 
help crying out. 

“Good work'” bellowed the prisoners on the other 
side. “Not always the same ones.” 

Both Kyo’s hands had puUed back and fastened them- 
selves to his sides, without his even bemg aware of what 
he was domg. 

“You still have somethmg to say!*” asked the warder. 
The whip was now between them. Kyo clenched his 
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teeth, and with the same effort that it would have required 
to lift an enormous weight, still keeping his eyes steadily 
on the warder, agam raised his hands to the bars. While 
he was slowly hftmg them, the man drew back imper- 
ceptibly to give himself room. The whip cracked— on 
the bars this time. The reflex had been too strcmg for 
Kyo he had withdrawn his hands. But already he was 
raismg them again, with an exhaustmg tension of his 
shoulders, and the warder understood by his look that 
this time he would not withdraw them. He spat in fais 
face and slowly raised the whip. 

“If you . . . stop floggmg the idiot,” said Kyo, “Fll 
give . . . you fifty dollars . . . when I get out.” 

The warder hesitated 

“All nght,” he said finally. 

He turned away and Kyo felt such a release of ten- 
sion that he rfiought-he would famt. His left hand was 
so painful that he could not shut it. He had raised it at 
the same tune as the other to the level of his shoulders, 
and It remamed there, extended. New bursts of laughter. 

“You want to shake hands?” asked the warder, also 
makmg fun of him. 

He shook it Kyo felt that in his whole hfe he would 
not forget this clasp, not because of the pain, but because 
hfe had never imposed upon him anything more hideous. 
He withdrew his hand, fell back in a sittmg posture oft 
the low bench The warder hesitated, tossed hK head, 
then began to scratch it with the handle of the whip. He 
returned to his table. The idiot was sobbing. 

Hours of monotonous abjection At last soldiers came 
to fetch Kyo to take hnn to the Special Police No doubt 
he was gomg to his death, and yet he left with a joy 
whose violence surprised him. It seemed to him that h« 
was leaving b^iind a loathscane part of himself. 



“Come in*” 

One of the Chmese guards pushed Kyo by the shoul- 
der, but gently, whenever they had to deal with for- 
eigners (and to a Chmaman, Kyo was Japanese or Euro- 
pean, but certainly a foreigner) the guards were afraid 
of th'2 brutahty to which they considered themselves 
obhged Upon a signal from Komg the guards remained 
outside Kyo stepped forward to the desk, hidmg his 
swollen left hand in his pocket, and looking at this man 
who was also looking him straight m the eye— an angular 
face, clean-shaved, nose awry, hair close-cropped “A 
man who is ao doubt about to have you put to death 
looks qmte Lke any other.” Komg extended his hand to- 
wards his revolver lymg on the table no, he was takmg 
a box of cigarettes He held it out to Kyo. 

“Thanks. I don’t smoke ” 

“The pnson-fare is vile, as it should be. Will you have 
tench with me?” 

On the table, coffee, milk, two cups, shces of bread. 

“Only bread. Thanks ” 

Komg smiled. • 

“It’s the same coffee-pot fof you and for me, you 
know . . .” 

Kyo was determmed to be cautious, for that matter, 
Komg did not insist. Kyo remamed standmg m front of 
the desk (there was no seat), bitmg mto his bread like a 
child After the abjectness of the prison everythmg had 
an unreal hghtness. He knew that his life was at stake, 
but even dymg was easy for one who returned from the 
place where he had been. The humaneness of a chief of 
pohce inspired him with httle confidence, and Komg re- 
mamed distant, as though he were separate from his cor- 
diahty— the latter held, as it were, at arm’s length before 
him. However, it was not impossible that this man was 
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courteous through indifference belonging to the whitt 
race, he had perhaps come mto this job by accident or 
through cupidity. Kyo hoped this was the case He felt 
no hlfing for him, but he would have liked to relax, to 
free himself from the tension of the prison, which had 
completely exhausted him, he had just discovered that to 
be obhged to seek refuge entirely in oneself is almost un- 
bearable 

The telephone rang 

“HeUo'” said Komg “Yes, Gisors, Kyoshi ^ Perfectly. 
He’s here with me. . . . I’m asked if you are still ahve,” 
he said to Kyo 

“Why did you send for me?” 

“I think we’re going to come to an understanding.” 

The telephone again 

“Hello' No. I was just telhng him that we would 
surely come to an understandmg. Shot? Call me back. 
We’ll see.” 

Smee Kyo had entered, Komg had not taken his eyes 
off him 

“What do you think of it?” he asked, hangmg up the 
receiver 

“Nothmg.” 

Komg lowered his eyes, raised them agam: 

“You want to hve?” 

“It depends how.” 

“One can also die m various ways ” 

“At least one doesn’t have the choice. . . 

“Do you think; one always chooses one’s way of liv- 
ing?” 

Konig was thinkmg of himself. Kyo was determined 
to yield nothmg essential, but he had no desire to irntatf 
him: 

1 Kyo IS an abbreviation. 
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“I don’t know And you?” 

“I’ve been told that you are a Communist through dig- 
lUty Is that true?” 

Kyo at first did not understand Tense m the expecta- 
tion of the phone-call, he was wondermg what this 
strange examination meant. Fmally 

“Does it really mterest you?” he asked. 

“More than you can imagme.” 

There was a menace in the tone, if not in the words 
.hemselves. Kyo answered 

“I think that Communism will make digmty possible 
for those with whom I am fightmg What is against it, 
at any rate, forces them to have none, unless they possess 
a wisdom as rare among them as among the others— 
more perhaps, for the very reason that they are poor, 
Mid that their work separates them from their lives Why 
do you ask me this quesaon, smce you aren’t even hsten- 
mg to my answer?” 

“What do you call digmty? It doesn’t mean any- 
thmg ” 

The telephone rang. “My life,” thought Kyo. Komg 
did not pick up the receiver 

“The opposite of humihation.” said Kyo. “When one 
comes from where I come, that means something ” 

The phone was nnging amid the silence. Komg put 
his hand on the instrument. * 

‘Where are the arms hidden?” he asked 

“You can leave the phone alone At last I understand. 
That call is merely stage-busmess for my benefit ” 

Kyo ducked his he;^d, Komg had been on the point 
of throwing one of the two revolvers— no doubt empty- 
in his face, but he put it back on the table. 

“I’ve got something better,” he said. “As for the tele- 
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phone, you will soon see if it was a fake, little fellow, 
I take It you’ve seen men tortured?” 

In his pocket, Kyo was trying to press his swollen 
fingers together. The cyamde was in this left pocket, and 
he was afraid of dropping it if he were to lift it to his 
mouth 

“At least I’ve seen men who had been tortured. I’ve 
been m the civil war What puzzles me is why you asked 
me where tlie arms are You know where they are, or 
you will know it So what?” 

“The Communists have been crushed everywhere ” 

“It’s possible ” 

“They have been Think carefully if you work for 
us, you are saved, and no one will know it I’ll help you 
to get away . . 

“That’s how he should begm,” thought Kyo Nervous- 
ness gave him wit, m spite of himself But he knew that 
the police did not content itself with vague promises 
However, the proposal surprised him as though, by bemg 
conventional, it ceased to be true 

“Only I will know it,” Komg went on “That’s all 
that’s necessary. . . 

Why, Kyo wondered, did he seem to gloat over the 
words “That’s all that’s necessary”? 

“I shall not enter your service,” he said, almost absent- 
mmdedly. 

“Look out' I can lock you up with a dozen innocent 
men, telhng them that them fate depends on you, that 
they will remain in prison if you don’t speak and that 
they are free to choose them own means . . 

“It’s simpler with execuGoners.” 

“The alternate entreaties and tortures are worse 
Don't talk about what you don’t know— not yet, at least." 



“I have just seen a lunatic practically tortured. A 
lunatic. You understand^” 

“Do you fully realize what you are risking^” 

“I have been in the civil war, I tell you I know. Ours 
also have tortured men will need a good many pleasures 
to compensate for all this. . . Enough. I shall not 

serve you ” 

Komg was thinkmg that, m spite of what Kyo was 
saying, he had not understood his threat “His youth 
helps him,” he said to himself Two hours before he 
had questioned a prisoner who had been a member of 
the Cheka, after ten mmutes he had felt a bond of 
brotherhood the world m which they both hved was 
no longer that of men, henceforth they belonged else- 
where If Kyo was immune to fear through lack of 
imagination, patience . . . 

“Aren’t you wondering why I haven’t yet sent this 
revolver flymg into your face!*” 

“I think I am very close to death that kiUs curiosity. 
And you have already said, ‘I’ve got somethmg bet- 
ter. . . .’” 

Komg rang. 

“Perhaps I’ll come tonight and ask you what you 
thmk of human digmty. . . . To the prison-yard, series 
A,” he said to the guards who were entermg. 


Four o’clock in the afternoon 

Qappique mmgled m the stir that was pushmg the 
crowd of the concessions towards the barbed wires, in 
the Avenue of the Two Repubhcs the executioner was 
passing, his short saber on his shoulder, followed by his 
escort of Mausensts. Qappique immediately turned 
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about, and made for the concession Kyo arrested, the 
Communist defense crushed, a great number of sympa- 
thizers murdered m the European city itself . . . Komg 
had given him until evenmg he would no longer be 
protected after that Gun-shots here and there on every 
side Carried by the wmd, it seemed to him that they 
were coming nearer to him, and death with them. “1 
don’t want to die,” he said between his teeth, “I don’t 
want to die ” He became aware of the fact that he was 
runmng He reached the docks. 

No passport, and not enough money left to get a 
ticket 

Three steamships, one of them French. Clappique 
stopped runmng Stow away m one of the life-boats 
under the tarpaulm^ But he would have to get aboard, 
and the man at the gangway would not let him pass. 
Anyway, the idea was idiotic The hatches? Idiotic, 
idiotic, idiotic Go and find the captam and try to bluff 
him? He had gotten out of scrapes m this way before, 
but this tune the captam would take him for a Com- 
mumst, and would refuse to take him on board. The 
ship was leavmg m two hours a bad moment to disturb 
the captam. If he were discovered on board once the 
ship was out at sea, he could manage, but the trick was 
to get aboard 

He could just see hunself hidden in Some corner, 
crouched m a barrel, but this time his imagmation did 
not save him. He seemed to be offermg himself, as if 
to the mediators of an unknown god, to those enormous, 
bristlmg steamships, charged with destmies, mdifferent 
to the pomt of hatred He had stopped before the French 
ship. He was thmkmg nothmg, lookmg, fascinated by 
the gangplank, at die men who were gettmg on and off 
(none of whom was thinking of hun, nor guessed h« 
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torment and whom he would have liked to kdl for this), 
who showed their tickets as they passed the bulwarks. 
Make a false ticket? Absurd 
A mosquito stung him He brushed it away, touchmg 
his cheek as he did so he needed a shave As though any 
act of attention to one’s personal appearance were propi- 
tious to departures, he decided to go and get a shave, but 
without gomg far from the ship Beyond the sheds, among 
the bars and cuno-shops, he discovered a Chmese barber- 
shop. The proprietor also ran a wretched cafe, and the 
two busmesses were separated only by a hanging mat. 
While waiting for his turn, Qappique sat down near the 
mat and continued to watch the gangway of the ship On 
the other side, people were talkmg 

“It’s the third one,” said a man’s voice. 

“With the baby, nobody will take us. What if we tned 
one of the rich hotels’” 

A woman answered 

“Dressed as we are’ The fellow at the door would 
throw us out before we even reached it.” 

“There they don’t mmd if the children make a noise. 
. . . Let’s try some more— anywhere.” 

“As soon as the managers see the kid, they’ll refuse. 
Only the Chmese hotels would take us in, but the kid 
would get siqk from their dirty food ” 

“In a poor European hotel, if we could manage to 
get him in without their noticmg it, perhaps they 
wouldn’t dare to throw us out, once we were there. . . . 
In any case, we’d be gainmg time. We’d have to wrap up 
•■he little fellow, so they would think it was Imen 
“Lmen doesn’t cry.” 

“With the bottle in his mouth he won’t cry. . . 
“Perhaps. I could make arrangements at tihe desk, and 
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you could come in afterward You could just pass by 
the clerk without stopping.” 

Silence. Clappique was looking at the gangway. A 
rustle of paper. 

“You can’t imagme how it hurts me to carry him like 
this ... I have the feeling that it’s a bad omen for his 
whole life. . . . And I’m afraid it will hurt him,” 

Silence agam. Had they left^ The chent was getting 
out of the barber’s chair. The barber made a sign te 
Qappique, who got into it, still keepmg his eye on the 
ship The gangplank was deserted, but scarcely was 
Qappique’s face covered with lather than a sailor went 
on board, carrymg two new pails (which he had perhaps 
just bought) and brooms on his shoulder Clappique’s 
eyes followed him, step by step— he would have identihed 
himself with a dog, if the dog were climbing the gang- 
plank and leavmg with the ship The sailor passed in 
front of the man at the bulwark without a word. 

Clappique paid for the shave, throwmg the coins on 
the washstand, tore off the towels and ran out, his face 
full of soap. He knew where he could find some second- 
hand dealers. People were lookmg at him. after taking 
ten steps, he went back, washed his face, started off 
agam. 

He had no trouble in findmg a blue sailor-suit at the 
first dealer’s. He hurried back to his hotel, changed 
clothes. “I ought to have a few brooms, or something hke 
that.” Buy spme old brooms from the “boys”^ Absurd 
Why would a sailor be paradmg about on land with his 
brooms? To look more handsome.? Completely idiotic. 
If he crossed the gangway with brooms, it iwould be 
because he had just bought them on land. They must be 
aew . . , Let’s go and buy some. . . . 

He entered the shop with his usual Gbppique-air 
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fore the disdainful look of the English salesman, he ex- 
claimed “Into my arms' ” put the brooms on his shoul- 
der, turned round, knockmg down one of the brass 
lamps, and went out. 

“Into my arms,” m spite of his dehberate extravagance, 
expressed what he felt up to that pomt, he had been 
playmg an imcomfortable comedy, tihrough an obscure 
promptmg of his conscience and through fear, but with- 
out freemg himself from the unavowed sense that he 
would fail, the salesman’s disdam— although Clappique, 
forgetting about his costume, had not assumed the man- 
ner of a sador— proved to him that he could succeed 
With the brooms on his shoulder, he was walkmg 
towards the steamer, watchmg all eyes as he went, to find 
in them the confirmation of his new status. As when he 
had stopped before the gangplank, he was stupefied to 
discover how mdifferent his fate was to others— it ex- 
isted oidy for him The travelers, awhile ago, had gone 
aboard without noticmg the man left standing on the 
quay, perhaps to be lolled, the passers-by were now look- 
ing mifferently at this sador, no one came out of the 
crowd to express astomsliment or to recognize him, not 
even a airious face . . . Not that there was anythmg 
about an assumed life to astonish him, but this time it 
v-as imposed upon him, and his real life perhaps de- 
pended on it. He was thirsty He stopped at a Chmese 
bar, put down his brooms As soon as he started to 
dnnk, he realized that he was not thirsty at all, that he 
had merely wanted to try himself out once more The 
manner m which the man behmd the counter gave him 
back his change was enough to enlighten him Since he 
had changed his costume, the world around him had be- 
come transformed He tried to discover how it was 
the way peoole looked at him that had changed. The 
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habitual single witness of his mythomania had become a 
crowd. 

At the same time— pleasure or a defensive instinct— the 
general acceptance of his new civil status pervaded hun, 
too He had found, suddenly, by accident, the mo^ 
dazzlmg success of his hfe No, men do not exist, smce 
a costume is enough to enable one to escape from one- 
self, to find another life m the eyes of others It was the 
same feehng of strangeness, of happmess that had seized 
him the first time he had found himself m a Chmese 
cr-'wd- but now the sensation had not only surface, but 
depJi “Now I’m hving a story, not merely telling one'” 
Carrying his brooms like guns, he crossed the gang- 
plank, passed the man at the bulwark (he felt his loiees 
almost giving way), and found himself on the deck He 
burned forward among the passengers of the bndge, put 
his brooms on a coil of rope He was safe, at least until 
they struck the first ^ort However, he was far from 
feelmg at ease. One of the deck passengers, a Russian, 
came up to him 
“You belong to the crew'*’’ 

And, without waitmg for an answer: 

“Do you like the life on board ship'*” 

“Say, my dear fellow, you have no idea' A Frenchman 
likes to travel, that’s a fact not a word. The officers are 
sons of bitches but no worse than the owners, and you 
don’t sleep very well (I don’t hke hammocks— a matter 
of taste) but you eat well. And you see things. When I 
was in South America, the missionaries had made the 
savages learn 1-httle Latm canticles by heart— taught them 
day and mght. The bishop arrives, the missionary beats 
the time silence— the savages are struck dumb with re- 
spect. But not a word' the canticle comes all by itself* 
the parrots of the forest, my g-good man, who have 
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never heard anything else, sing it with reverence . . . 
And just imagine, m the Sea of Celebes, ten years ago, 1 
came across some Axabian caravels, adrift, sculptured 
like cocoanuts and full of corpses— victims of the plague 
—with their arms hanging like this over the bulwarks, 
under a whir ling cloud of seagulls . . . Absolutely. . . 

“You’re lucky. I’ve been travelmg for seven years, and 
I’ve never seen anything like that.” 

“You must introduce the means of art mto life, my 
g-good man, not m order to make art— God, no'— but to 
make more hfe Not a word'” 

He tapped him on the belly, and turned away pru- 
dendy a car which he recognized was stoppmg at the 
end of the gangplank— Ferral was retummg to France 

A cabin-boy was beginnmg to pace the first-class deck, 
nnging the bell of departure. Each stroke resounded m 
Qappique’s chest. 

“Europe,” he thought, “the feast is over. Now, Eu- 
rope.” It seemed to be coming towards him with the bell 
that was approaclung, no longer as one of liberation, but 
as of a prison. But for the menace of death he would 
have gone back on land. 

“Is the third-class bar open^” he asked the Russian 

“Been open for an hour. Anyone can go there till we 
are at sea ” 

Qappique took him by the arm: 

“Let’s go and get drunk. . . 


Six 0* clock in the evening 

In the large hall— formerly a school-yard— two hun- 
dred wounded Communists were waitmg to be taken qut 
and shot. Katov, among the last ones brought m, was 



propped up on one elbow, looking All were stretched 
out on the ground. Many were moaning, m an extraordi- 
narily regular way, some were smoking, as had done 
those of the Post, and the wreaths of smoke vanished up- 
ward to the ceihng, already dark m spite of the large 
European wmdows, darkened by the evenmg and the 
fog It seemed very high, above all those prostrate men 
Although daylight had riot yet disappeared, the atmos- 
)here was one of mght “Is it because of the wounds,” 
Katov wondered, “or because we are aU lying down, 
IS m a station!’ It is a station. We shall leave it for no- 
where, and that’s all. . . .” 

Four Chmese sentries were pacmg back and forth 
among the wounded, with fixed bayonets, and their bayo- 
nets reflected the weak hght strangely, sharp and straight 
above all those formless bodies. Outside, deep m the fog. 
yellowish hghts— street-lamps no doubt— also seemed to 
be watchmg them As if it had come from them (be- 
cause It also came from out there in the fog) a W’^histie 
rose and submerged the murmurs and groans that of a 
locomotive, they were near the Chapei station. In that 
vast hall there was somethmg atrociously tense, which 
was not the expectation of death Katov was enlightened 
by his own throat' it was thirst— and hunger. With his 
back against the wall, he was lookmg from left to right 
many faces that he knew, for a great number of the 
wounded were fighters of the ch'ons. Along one of the 
narrower walls, a free space, three meters wide, was 
reserved. “Why are the wounded lymg on top of each 
other,” he asked aloud, “mstead of gomg over there^” 
He was among the last brought in. Leanmg against the 
wall, he began to raise himself up, although he suffered 
from his wounds, it seemed to him that he would be 
able to hold himself upright; but’ he stopped, still bent 



over although not a smgle word had been said, he 
sensed around hun such a startling terror that it made 
him motionless. In the looks^ He could scarcely make 
them out. In the attitudes? They were, above all, die 
attitudes of wounded men, absorbed in their own suffer- 
ing. Yet, however it was transmitted, the dread was there 
—not fear, but terror, that of beasts, of men who are alone 
before the inhuman. Katov, without ceasmg to lean 
against the wall, straddled the body of his neighbor. 

“Are you crazy?” asked a voice from the level of the 
floor. 

“Why?” 

It was both a question and a command But no one 
answered And one of the guards, five meters away, in- 
stead of knocking him down, looked at him with stupe- 
faction. 

“Why?” he asked again, more fiercely. 

“He doesn’t know,” said another voice, also from the 
ground, and at the same time, another, soil lower “He’ll 
find out. . . .” 

He had uttered the second question very loudly The 
hesitancy of the crowd was ternfymg— both m itself and 
because almost all these men knew him’ the menace hang- 
ing over that wall weighed upon them all, but particu- 
larly upon him. 

“Lie down agam,” said one of the wounded. 

Why did no one call him by his name? And why did 
the sentry not mterfere? He had seen him, awhile ago, 
knock down one of the wounded with the butt of his 
gun, when he had tried to change places. . . . He ap- 
proached the last one who had spoken and lay down 
alongside of him 

“That’s where they put those who are to be tortured,” 
said the man in a low voice. 
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Katov understood. They all knew, but they had not 
dared to say it, either because they were afraid to speak 
of It, or because no one dared to speak to him about it. 
A voice had said “He’ll find out. . . 

The door opened. Soldiers entered with lanterns, 
surrounding stretcher-bearers who deposited several 
wounded, hke packages, close to Katov. Night was com- 
ing on, It rose from the ground where the groans seemed 
to run mto one another hke rats, mmgled with a frightful 
stench most of the men could not move The door shut. 

Time passed Nothmg but the pacing of the sentries 
and the last gleam of the bayonets above the thousand 
sounds of suffermg Suddenly, as if the darkness had 
made the fog more dense, the locomotive whistle 
sounded, more muffled, as if from a great distance One 
of the new arrivals, lymg on his belly, tightened his 
hands over his ears, and screamed The others did not cry 
out, but terror was there again, close to the ground 
The man raised his head, hfted himself up on his 
elbows 

“Scoundrels,” he screamed, “murderers'” 

One of the sentries stepped forward, and with a kick 
m the ribs turned him over. He became silent The sentry 
walked away. The wounded man began to mumble. It 
was too dark now for Katov to make out his features, 
but he heard his voice, he felt that he was becommg 
coherent. Yes— “. . . don’t shoot, they throw them ahve 
mto the boiler of the locomotive,” he was saymg “And 
now, they’re whistlmg. . . .” The sentry was approach- 
mg agam. Silence, except for the pam. 

The door opened agam More bayonets, now hghted 
up from below by a lantern, but no wounded A Kuo- 
mmtang officer entered alone. Although he could no 
longer see anything but the bulk of the bodies, Katov 
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could feel each man stiffening. The officer, over there, 
incorporeal, a shadow between the flickering hght of the 
lantern and the twilight behind him, was givmg orders 
to a sentry The latter approached, sought Katov, found 
him. Without touchmg him, without saymg a word, 
with respect, he simply made Katov a sign to get up. 
He got to his feet with difficulty, faced the door, over 
there, where the officer contmued to give orders. The 
soldier, with a gun on one arm, the lantern on the other, 
came and stood on his left To his right, there was 
only the free space and the blank wall. The soldier 
pomted to the space with his gun Katov smiled bitterly, 
with a despairmg pride But no one saw his face, and 
all those of the wounded who were not m the throes of 
death, followed him with their eyes His shadow grew 
upon the wall of those who were to be tortured 
The officer went out. The door remamed open 
The sentmels presented arms a civihan entered. “Sec- 
tion A,” shouted a voice from without, and thereupon 
the door was shut. One of the sentmels led the civilian 
towards the wall, grumbhng as he went, when he was 
qmte close, Katov, with stupefaction, recognized Kyo. 
As he was not wounded, the sentmels upon seemg him 
arrive between two officers had taken him for one of 
the foreign counselors of Chiang Kai-shek, now recog- 
nizmg their mistake, they were abusing him from a dis- 
tance. He lay down m the shadow beside Katov. 

“You know what’s ahead of us?” the latter asked. 
“They’ve been careful to advise me— I don’t care: 
I have my cyanide. Have you yours? ” 

“Yes ” 

“Are you wounded?” 

“In the legs. But I can walk.” 

“Have you been het^ long?” 
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“No. When were you caught!'” 

“Last night. Any way of getting out of here!*” 

“Not a chance. Almost all are badly wounded Sol- 
diers everywhere outside And you saw the machine- 
guns m front of the door!“ ” 

“Yes. Where did they get you!*” 

Both needed to get away from this death wake, to talk, 
to talk Katov, of the taking of the Post; Kyo, of the 
prison, of his interview with Komg, of what he had 
learned since, even before he reached the temporary 
prison, he had found out that May had not been arrested. 

Katov was l)ung on his side, right beside him, sepa- 
rated from him by the vast expanse of suffenng— mouth 
half-open, hps swollen under his jovial nose, his eyes 
almost shut— but jomed to him by that absolute friend- 
ship, without reticence, which death alone gives a 
doomed life fallen next to his m the darkness full of 
menaces and wounds, among all those brothers m the 
mendicant order of the Revolution each of these men 
had wildly seized as it stalked past him the only great- 
ness that could be his. 

The guarcb brought three Chinamen. Separated from 
die crowd of the wounded, but also from the men 
against the wall. They had been arrested before the fight- 
ing, summarily tned, and were now waiting to be shot. 

“Katov!” one of them called. 

It was Lu Yu Hsuan, Hemmelnch’s associate. 

“What?” 

“Do you know if they’re shooting us far from here, 
or near by?” 

“I don’t know. We can’t hear it, in any case.” 

A voice said, a litde beyond. 

“Seems that die executioner, afterwards, pilfers your 
gold teedi.” 



And another. 

“I don’t give a damn. I haven’t any.” 

The three Chinamen were smokmg cigarettes, puffing 
away stubbornly 

“Have you several boxes of matches!“” asked one of 
the wounded, a httle farther away. 

“Yes.” 

“Throw me one.” 

Lu threw his. 

“I wish someone could tell my son that I died bravely,” 
he said m a low voice. And, even a httle lower “It is not 
easy to die.” 

Katov discovered in himself a lusterless joy no 
wife, no children 

The door opened 

“Send one out'” shouted the sentry. 

The three men were pressmg close to one another. 

“Come on, now,” said the guard, “make up your 
mmds . . .” 

He did not dare to make a choice. Suddenly, one of 
the two unknown Chmamen took a step forward, threw 
down his scarcely burnt cigarette, lit another after break- 
mg two matches and went off with a hurried step 
towards the door, buttomng as he went, one by one, all 
the buttons of his coat The door agam shut 

One of the wounded was pickmg up the broken 
matches His neighbors had broken mto small fragments 
those from the box Lu Yu Hsuan had given them, and 
were playing at drawmg straws. In less than five mmutes 
the door agam opened 

“Another'” 

Lu and his compamon went forward together, hold- 
mg each other by the arm. Lu was recitmg in a loud 
voice, without resonance, the death of the hero in a 
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famous play, but the old Chinese sohdanty was mdeed 
destroyed no one was listening. 

“Which one^^” asked the soldier. 

They did not answer 

“Well, IS one of you going to come?” 

With a blow of his nfle-butt he separated them. Lu 
was nearer to him than the other, he took him by the 
shoulder 

Lu freed his shoulder, stepped forward. His com- 
pamon returned to his place and lay down 

Kyo felt how much more difiGcult it would be for this 
one to die than for those who had preceded him he 
remained alone. As brave as Lu, since he had stood up 
with him But now his manner of lymg on the ground, 
hke a hunting-dog, his arms held tight around his body, 
loudly proclaimed fear. In fact, when the guard touched 
him, he was seized with a nervous attack. Two soldiers 
took hold of him, one by his feet, and the other by his 
head, and carried him out. 

Stretched out full length on his back, his arms resting 
on his chest, Kyo shut his eyes it was preasely the 
posture of the dead He imagmed himself, stretched out, 
motionless, his eyes closed, his face composed m the 
seremty which death dispenses for a day to almost all 
corpses, as though the digmty of even the most 
wretched had to be asserted. He had seen much of 
death, and, helped by his Japanese education, he had 
always thought that it is fine to die by one’s own hand, 
a death that resembles one’s hfe And to die is passivity, 
but to kill oneself is action. As soon as they came to 
fetch the first of then group, he would kill himself 
with full consciousness He remembered— his heart 
stopped beating— the phonogiaph records. A time when 
hope Still had meanmg' He would not see May again, 
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and the only grief that left him vulnerable was her gnef, 
as if his own death were a fault. “The remorse of dymg,” 
he thought with a contracted irony. No such feelmg with 
regard to his father, who had always given him the im- 
pression not of weakness, but of strength For more than 
a year May had freed him from all solitude, if not from 
all bitterness. The memory of the poignant flight mto the 
ecstasy of bodies Imked for the first time burst forth, 
alas' as soon as he thought of her, already separated from 
the hvmg. . . . “Now she must forget me. . . To 
wnte her this would only have heightened her gnef 
and attached her all the more to him. “And it would be 
telhng her to love another.” 

O prison, place where time ceases— time, which con- 
tmues elsewhere. . . . NO' It was m this yard, sepa- 
rated from everyone by the machine-guns, that the Revo- 
lution, no matter what its fate or the place of its resur- 
rection, was receivmg its death-stroke, wherever men 
labor m pain, m absurdity, m humihation, they were 
thinlong of doomed men like these, as behevers pray, 
and, m the city, they were beginmng to love these dymg 
men as though they were already dead. . . In all of 

the earth that this last mght covered over, this place of 
agony was no doubt the most weighted with vinle love 
He could wail with this crowd of prostrate men, join 
this sacrificed suffering even m its murmur of com- 
plamt. . . . 

And an maudible chorus of lamentation prolonged 
this whispermg of pain mto the depth of the mght: like 
Hemmelrich, almost all these men had children Yet the 
fatality which they had accepted rose with the murmur 
of these wounded men like the peace of evening, spread 
over Kyo— his ey^ shut, his hands crossed upon his 
abandoned body— with ithe majesty of a funeral chant. 
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He had fought for what u !as time was charged with tht 
deepest meaning and the greatest hope, he was dying 
among those with whom he would have wanted to hve 
he was dying, like each of these men, because he had 
given a meamng to his life What would have been the 
value of a hfe for which he would not have been wiilmg 
to die5 It IS easy to die when one does not die alone 
A death saturated with this brotherly quavenng, an 
assembly of the vanquished in which multitudes would 
recognize their martyrs, a bloody legend of which the 
golden legends are made' How, already facmg death, 
could he fail to hear this murmur of human sacrifice cry- 
ing to him that the virde heart of men is for the dead ay 
good a refuge as the mind? 

He had opened the buckle of his belt and was holdmg 
the cyamde m his hand He had often wondered if he 
would die easily H e knew that if he xnade up his mmd 
t o kill himself, h e woul d kJl himself, bu t knowing the 
savage mc fiference m w hich life unm a^ l?s,to our- 
sel ye^Iie ha d not been with out limgety abou t the mo- 
ment when death wo^d crush his mmd with its whole 

* a*. *.'**ffl*- *■-««» 

weight and iinahtY. 

"''NoT^Sg could be an exalted act, the supreme ex- 
pression of a life which this death so much resembled, 
and It was an escape from those two soldiers who were 
approaching hesitantly He crushed the poison between 
his teeth as he would have given a command, heard KatoV 
soil quesoon him with anguish and touch him, and, at 
the moment when, suffocatmg, he wanted to cling to 
him, he felt his whole strength go outward, wrenched 
from him in an all-powerful convulsion. 

The soldiers were commg to fetch two prisoners m 
the <XQwd who could not get up No doubt bemg burned 
entitled one to special, aithomgh limited, honors, 
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transported on a single stretcher, almost on top of each 
other, they were laid down at Katov’s left, Kyo, dead, 
was ymg at his right. In the empty space which sepa- 
rated them from those who were only condemned tc 
death, the soldiers crouched near their lantern Little 
by httle, heads and eyes fell back mto the darkness, now 
emergmg only rarely into this hght which marked the 
place of the condemned. 

Katov, smce the death of Kyo— who had panted for 
at least a minute— felt himself thrown back mto a soh* 
tude which was all the stronger and more painful as he 
was surrounded by his own people. The Chmaman whom 
they had had to carry out m order to kill, shaken by a 
nervous attack, obsessed him. And yet he felt m this 
complete desertion a sense of repose, as if for years he 
had been awaitmg just this, a repose he had encountered 
found agam, in the worst moments of his life. Where had 
he read “It was not the discoveries, but the suflfeim® of 
e:g)Iorers •^ich I envied, which, attracted me. . . 

As if in response to his thought, the distant whistle 
reached the hall for the third tmie. The two men on his 
left started. Very young Chmamen, one was Suan, whom 
he knew only through having fought by his side m the 
Post, the second, unknown. (It was not Pei.) Why were 
they not with the others? 

“Organizing combat groups?” he asked. 

“Attempt at Chiang Kai-shek’s hfe,” Suan answered, 

“With Ch’en?” 

“No. He wanted to throw his bomb alone. Chiang was 
not in the car. I was waiting for the car much furthes 
on. They caught me with the bomb.” 

The voice which answered him was so choked tha; 
Katov scrutimzed the two faces the young men were 
weeping, without a sob. Suan tried to move his shoulder, 
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and his face contracted with pain— he was wounded also 
in the arm. 

'■‘Burned,” he said. “To be burned ahve. The eyes, too. 
the eyes, you understand . . 

His comrade was sobbmg now 

“One can be burned by accident,” said Katov. 

It seemed as if they were speakmg, not to each other, 
but to some mvisible third person. 

“It’s not the same thmg ” 

“No It’s not so good ” 

“The eyes too,” the young man repeated m a lowei 
voice, “the eyes . . , each finger, and the stomach, the 
stomach . . .” 

“Shut up’” said the other with the voice of a deaf 
man. 

He would have liked to cry out, but could not His 
hands clutched Suan close to his wounds, causing the 
latter’s muscles to contract. 

“Human digmty,” Katov murmured, thinkmg of 
Kyo’s mterview with Konig. The condemned men were 
no longer speakmg. Beyond the lantern, m the darkness 
that was now complete, the murmur of the wounded 
contmued. . . . He edged still closer to Suan and his 
compamon. One of the guards was tellmg the others a 
story their heads close together, they were between the 
lantern and the condemned the latter could no longer 
even see one another. In spite of the hum, m spite of all 
these men who had fought as he had, Katov was alone, 
alone between the body of his dead fnend and his two 
terror-stncken compamons, alone between this wall and 
that whistle far off m the mght. But a man could be 
stronger than this solitude and even, p erha^, t han that 
atroaous whistle fear strugfided m him against tfaem^ 



terrible temptation in life. In his turn he opened the 
buckle of has belt. Fmally 

“Hey, there,” he said m a very low voice. “Suan. put 
your hand on my chest, and close it as soon as I touch 
it I’m gomg to give you my cyamde. There is abs’lutely 
enough only for two.” 

He had given up everythmg, except saymg that there 
was only enough for two Lying on his side, he broke the 
cyamde m two. The guards masked the light, which 
surrounded them with a dim halo, but would they not 
move!* Impossible to see anythmg, Katov was makmg 
this gift of somethmg that was more precious than his 
life not even to bodies, not even to voices, but to the 
warm hand resting upon him. It grew taut, like an ani- 
mal, immediately separated from him. He waited, his 
whole body tense. And suddenly, he heard one of the 
two voices 

“It’s lost. Fell.” 

A voice scarcely affected by angmsh, as if such a 
catastrophe, so decisive, so tragic, were not possible, as 
if thmgs were bound to arrange themselves. For Katov 
also It was impossible. A liimtless anger rose in him, but 
fell agam, defeated by this impossibihty. And yet! To 
have given that only to have the idiot lose it! 

“When?” he asked 

“Before my body Could not hold it when Suan passed 
it Fm wounded in the hand too.” 

“He dropped both of them,” said Suan. 

They were no doubt looking for it m the space be- 
tween them. They next looked between Katov and Suan, 
on whom the other was probably almost lying, for 
Katov, without bemg able to see anything, could feel 
beside him the bulk of two bodies. He was looking too, 
trying to control his nervousness, to place his hand flat, 
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at regular intervals, wherever he could reach. Their 
hands brushed his. And suddenly one of them took his, 
pressed it, held it. 

“Even if we don’t find it . . .” said one of the voices. 

Katov also pressed his hand, on the verge of tears, 
held by that pitiful fraternity, without a face, almost 
without a real voice (all whispers resemble one another^, 
which was bemg olfered him m this darkness in return 
for the greatest gift he had ever made, and which 
perhaps was made m vain. Although Suan contmued to 
look, the two hands remained umted. The grasp suddenly 
became a tight clutch 

“Here'” 

O resurrection' . . . But. 

“Are you sure they are not pebbles^” asked the other. 

There were many bits of plaster on the ground. 

“Give It to mel” said Katov. 

With his fingertips, he recognized the shapes. 

He gave them back— gave them back— pressed more 
strongly the hand which agam sought his, and waited, 
his shoulders tremblmg, his teeth chattering. “If only tht 
cyamde has not decomposed, in spite of the silver paper,’* 
he thought. The hand he was holdmg suddenly twisted 
his, and, as though he were commumcating through it 
with the body lost in the darkness, he felt that the lat- 
ter was stiffenmg. He envied this convulsive suffocation. 
Almost at the same time, the other one- a choked cry 
which no one heeded. Then, nothing 

Katov felt himself deserted He turned over on his 
belly and waited. The tremblmg of his shoulders did not 
cease. 

In the middle of the night, the officer came back In 
a clatter of rifles striking against one another, six soldiers 
were approachmg the condemned men. All the prisoners 



had awakened The new lantern, also, showed only 
long, vague forms— tombs m the earth already turned 
over— and a few reflections in the eyes Katov managed 
to raise himself. The one who commanded the squad 
took Kyo’s arm, felt its stiffness, immediately seized 
Suan’s, that one also was stiff A rumble was spreading, 
from the first rows of prisoners to the last The chief 
of the squad lifted the foot of one of the men, then of 
the other they fell back, stiff He called the officer The 
latter went through the same motions Among the 
orisoners, the rumble was growmg. The officer looked 
at Katov 

“Dead?” 

Why answer? 

“Isolate the six nearest prisoners’” 

“Useless,” answered Katov: “I gave them the cyamde.” 

“And you?” he finally asked 

“There was only enough for two,” answered Katov 
with deep joy. 

f “Fm going to get a rifle-butt m my face,” he thought 
to himself ) 

The rumble of the pnsoners had become almost a 
clamor 

“Come on, let’s go,” said the officer merely. 

Katov did not forget that he had been condemned 
to death before this, that he had seen the machine-guns 
leveled at him, had heard them fire. . . . “As soon as 
Fm outside, Fm gomg to try to strangle one of them, and 
to hold my hands tightened to his throat long enough so 
they will be forced to kill me. They wfll bum me, but 
dead ” At that very moment one of the soldiers seized 
him by the waist, while another brought his hands behmd 
his back and tied them. “The little fellows were lucky,” 
he said to himself. “Welil let's suppose I died in a fire.” 
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He began to walk SJence tell, like a trap-ODor, m spite 
of the moans. The lantern threw Katov's snadow, now 
very black, across the great wmdows framing the mght; 
he walked heavily, with oneven steps, hmaered by his 
wounds, when the swmgmg of his body brought him 
closer to the lantern, the silhouette of his head vanished 
mto the ceihng The whole darkness of the vast haU was 
ahve, and followed him with its eyes, step by step The 
silence had become so great that the ground resounded 
each time his foot fell heavily upon it, all the heads, 
with a shght movement, followed the rhythm of hif! 
walk, with love, with dread, with resignation All kept 
their heads raised the door was being closed 
A sound of deep breathing, the same as that of sleep, 
began to nse from the ground breathmg through their 
nos<*s, their jaws clenched with anguish, motionless now, 
all those who were not yet dead v/ere waitmg for the 
whistle. 


The next day 

For more than five imnutes, Gisors had been looking 
at his pipe. Before him, the hghted lamp (“which doesn’t 
mean that I will use it”), the httle open box of opium 
the clean needles Outside, the night, in the room, the 
light of the small lamp and a great bright rectangle at one 
end— the open doorway to the next room, where they 
had brought Kyo’s body. The yard had been cleared fc* 
new victims, and no one had objected to the removal of 
the bodies thrown outside. Katov’s had not been found - 
May had brought back Kyo’s, with the precautions she 
would have taken for one severely wounded He lay 
there, stretched out, not serene as Kyo, before killing 
himself, had thought he would become, but convulsed 
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by the suffocation, already something else than a man. 
May was combmg his hair before the preparation of 
the body for burial, speaking with her mind to the last 
presence of this face with horrible maternal words that 
she did not dare to pronounce, afraid herself to hear 
them ‘'My love,” she murmured, as she would have 
said, “my flesh,” knowmg full well that it was something 
of herself, not foreign, which was tom from her, “my 
hfe . . She perceived that it was to the dead that she 
was saymg this But she had long been past tears 

All grief that helps no one is absurd, Gisors was thmk- 
mg, hypnotized by his lamp, finding refuge m this fasci- 
nation “Peace is here Peace.” But he did not dare to 
advance his hand He believed m no survival, had no 
respect for the dead, but he did not dare to advance his 
hand. 

She came towards him, her mouth distorted by gnef, 
her eyes staring mto space . . . She placed her fingers 
gendy on his wrist 

“Come,” she said in an anxious voice, almost a whisper. 
’‘It seems to me he feels a little warmer.” 

He looked up mto her face, so human, so grief- 
stncken, but betraying no delusion She was looking at 
him calmly, less with hope than with the attitude of 
prayer The effects of poison are always uncertain, and 
she was a doctor. He got up, followed her, guardmg 
himself agamst a hope so strong that it seemed to him he 
would be unable to endure its bemg withdrawn. He put 
Ins hand on Kyo’s bluish brow, that brow which would 
never be touched by wrinkles it was cold, with the 
special coldnes of death. He did not dare to withdraw 
his fingers, to meet May’s eyes, and he kept hia own eyes 
fastened upon Kyo’s open hand, m which the lines had 
'heady begun to disappear. . . . 



“No,” he said, returning to his distress He had not 
left It. He realized that he had not believed May. 

‘ Oh . . .” she said merely. 

She watched him return mto the other room, hesitant 
What was he thinking oP As long as Kyo was there, 
every thought belonged to him. This death demanded 
somethmg of her, an answer which she did not know, but 
which existed none the less Oh, the abject good fortune 
of others, with their prayers, their funeral flowers' At 
answer beyond anguish which tore from her haiids the 
maternal caresses which no child had received from her, 
v/ith the frightful urge that causes one to speak to the 
dead with the most affectionate gestures of hfe. Thif 
mouth which only yesterday had said to her- “I thought 
you were dead,” would never speak agam, it w^as not 
with the derisive remnant of life— a body— it was with 
death itself that she must enter mto commumon She 
stood there, motionless, wrenchmg from her memones so 
many agomes beheld with resignation, all tense with 
passivity m the vain welcome that she wildly offered 
to nothingness. 

Gisom was once more stretched out on the divan 
“And presently I shall have to wake up . . How 
much longer would each morning brmg this death back 
to hun agam? The pipe was there* peace. Advance his 
hand, prepare the pellet after a few mmutes, think of 
death itself with a limitless indulgence, as of some 
paralytic who might wish to harm him; it would no 
longer be able to reach him, it would lose its hold on him 
and would gently dissolve mto the umversal serenity/ 
Liberaaon was there, within his reach. No help can be 
given to the dead. Why continue to suffer? Is grief an 
offeM^ to love, or to fear** . . He still did not dare 
to touch the tray, and anguish, as well as acsire and 



pressed tears, choked him. He picked up at random the 
hrsf pamphlet which his hand fell on (he never touched 
Kvo’s books, but he knew he would not read it) . It was 
a copy of the Peking Politics which had fallen diere 
when they had brought in the body and which contajsed 
the speech for which Gisors had been dismissed from 
the Umversity. In the margin, m Kyo’s handwritmg 
“This speech is my fathers speech” Kyo had never 
even told him that he approved him. Gisors folded the 
pamphlet gently and looked at his dead hope 
He opened the door, threw the opium into the mgK' 
and came back and sat down, his shoulders drooping, 
waitmg for the dawn, waitmg for his grief to be reduced 
to silence, to become exhausted m its dialogue with 
itself. ... In spite of the suffermg which half opened 
his mouth, which cast over his grave face a deforming 
expression of bewilderment, he did not lose all control. 
Tomght, his hfe was going to change the power of 
thought is not great against the metamorphosis to which 
.death can oblige a man He was henceforth thrown back 
upon himself. The world no longer had any meaning, no 
longer existed- the irretnevable immobihty, there, be- 
side that body which had bound him to the universe, 
was like a suiade of God. He had expected of Kyo 
neither success, nor even happmess, but that the world 
should be without Kyo ... “I am thrown outside of 
dme”, the child was Ae submission to time, to the flow 
of dungs, no doubt, deep down, Gisors felt hope, as he 
felt anguish, hope of nothmg, expectation, and his love 
had to be crushed m order that he should discover that. 
And yet' All that was destroying him found in him an 
avid welcome. “There is something beautiful in being 
dead,” he thought. He felt the basic sujffenng tre mbling 
within him, not that which comes from creatures or 
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from things, but that which gushes forth from man him- 
self and from which life attempts to tear us away, he 
could escape it, but only by ceasmg to think of it, and 
he plunged mto it deeper and deeper, as if this terrified 
contemplation were the only voice that death could 
hear, as if this suffermg of bemg a man which pervaded 
him, reachmg down to the very depth of his heart, were 
the only prayer that the body of his dead son could heaf 
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Part Seven 




F Paris, July 

ERRAL, fanning himself with the newspaper in 
which the Consortium was bemg most violently attacked, 
was the last to arrive in the waitmg-room of the Mm- 
ister of Fmance m groups were waitmg the vice-director 
of the Mouvement General des Fonds—YttrsUCs brother 
had wisely fallen ill the week before— the representative 
of the Bank of France, the representative of the prm- 
cipal French busmess-bank, and those of the credit estab- 
lishments Ferral knew them all one son, one son-m- 
iaw, and former officials of the Mouvement GenSral des 
Ponds, the link between the State and the Establishments 
was too close for the latter not to consider it in their m- 
terest to attach to themselves ofScials who were favo"- 
ably received by their former colleagues Ferral observed 
their surprise ordmarily he would have been the first 
one theie, not seeing him there, they had thought he 
had not been mvited to be present. That he should per- 
mit himself to come last supnsed them. Everythmg 
separated them* what he thought of them, what they 
thought of him, their manner of dress almost aU were 
dressed with an impersonal carelessness, and Ferral was 
wearmg his wrinkled tweed suit and the gray silk shirt 
with a soft collar from Shanghai. Two races. 

They were almost immediately admitted. 

Ferral knew the minister only slightly Was that facial 
expression which recalled another age due to his white 
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hair, t hi ck like that of the wigs of the Regency? That deh 
icate face with its bright eyes, that open smile— he was 
an old Parliamentarian— accorded with the tradition of 
ministerial courtesy, a tradition which ran parallel to that 
of his brusqueness when he was bitten by a Napoleomc 
fly While everyone was taking his seat, Ferral thought 
of a famous anecdote the mimster— then Minister of 
Foreign Affairs— on one occasion upon pulhng the coat- 
tail of the French envoy to Morocco, had caused the 
seam suddenly to rip up the back, he rang for the door- 
keeper “Bring one of my coats for Monsieur'” then 
rang agam just as the door-keeper was leavmg “The 
oldest one' He doesn’t deserve another'” His face would 
have been very attractive but for the expression of the 
eyes which seemed to deny what his mouth promised he 
had one glass eye 

They were all seated the director of the Mouvement 
GSnSrd at the nght of the minister, Ferral at his left, 
the representatives, at the other end of the office, on a 
couch 

“You know, gentlemen, why I have called you. You 
have no doubt exanuned the question I leave M. Ferral 
to summarize it for you and to present his pomt of view.” 

The representatives patiently waited for Ferral to 
teU them fantastic tales, as usual. 

“Gentlemen,” said Ferral, “it is customary in a con- 
ference like this to present an optimistic picture. You 
have before you the report of the Inspection of Fmancc. 
The situation of the Consortium is, practically speakmg, 
worse than this report would lead one to assume. I sub- 
mit to yoir neither exaggerated items nor uncertain 
credits. The habihties of the Consortium you know, 
obviously, I wish to call your attention to two points in 
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the assets which no balance-sheet can indicate, and on 
the strength of which your aid is requested. 

“The first is that the Consortium represents the only 
french enterpnse of its kmd m the Far East Even 
though It showed a deficit, even though it were on the 
verge of bankruptcy, its structure would remam intact. 
Its network of agents, its tradmg-posts in the mtenor of 
China, the connections established between its Chinese 
buyers and its Indo-Chinese production compames, ail 
that emts and can be maintained I don’t exaggerate in 
saying that, for half the merchants of the Yangtze, 
France means the Consortium, as Japan is the Mitsubishi 
Company, our organization, as you know, can be com- 
pared in Its scope with the Standard Oil Now, the Chi- 
nese Revolution will not be eternal. 

‘^The second point: thanks to the bonds that umte the 
Consortium to a great part of Chinese commerce, I have 
participated m the most effective way in the seizure of 
power by General Chiang Kai-shek It is now definitely 
settled that the share in the construction of the Chmese 
Railways promised to France by the treaties will be given 
to the Consortium. You know its importance. It is upon 
this point that I ask you to base your decision in granting 
to the Consortium the aid which it requests of you, it 
is because of its presence that it appears to me defensible 
CO wish that the only powerful organization which repre- 
sents our country m Asia should not disappear— even 
though It were to leave the hands of those who have 
founded it.” 

TTie representatives were carefully examining the 
balance-sheet, with which, for that matter, they were 
already familiar, and which could tell them nothmg new: 
all wete waiting for the minister to speak. 

“l£i is not only to the interest of the State.” said the 

M9 



latter, “but also to that of the Estabhshments that credit 
should not be endangered. The fall of such important 
orsranizations as the Industrial Bank of China, as the 
Consortium, cannot but be a serious blow to all. . . 

He was speakmg nonchalantly, leanmg back m his 
armchair, looking off into space, tappmg the blotting 
paper m front of him with the tip of his pencil. The 
representatives were waitmg for his attitude to become 
more precise 

"Will you allow me. Sir,” said the Representative of 
the Bank of France, “to submit to you a somewhat 
different opmion I am the only one here who does not 
represent a credit establishment, and I am therefore im- 
partial. For several months the crashes have caused the 
deposits to dimmish, it is true, but, after six months, the 
sums withdrawn automatically return, and precisely in 
the prmcipal establishments, those which offer the most 
guarantees Perhaps the fall of the Consortium, far from 
bemg prejudicial to the establishments which these gen- 
tlemen represent, would on the contrary be favorable to 
them. . . 

“Except for this, that it is always dangerous to play 
with credits- fifteen provmcial bank failures would not 
be profitable to the Establishments, if for no other reason 
than that of the pohocal measures which they would 
call for ” 

All this means nothmg, thought Ferral, if not that the 
Bank of France is afraid of being mvolved and having to 
pay if the estabhshments pay. Silence. The questioning 
look of the minister met that of one of the representa- 
tives: the face of a cavalry lieutenant, a piercing look 
ready to reprimand, a sharp voice: 

“I must confess that I am a htde less pessimistic rban 
M. Ferral on the aggregate of the items in the balance- 
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sheet which we have before us. The situation of the 
banks of the group is disastrous, it is true, but certain 
companies can be mamtained, even m their present 
form ” 

“It IS the whole enterprise which I am askmg you to 
mamtam,” said Ferral. “If the Consortium is destroyed, 
its affairs lose aU meanmg for France.” 

“On the contrary,” said another representative, with 
dender, delicate features, “M. Ferral seems to me to be 
optimistic, after all, as to the prmcipal asset of the Con- 
sortium. Tlie loan has not yet been issued ” 

He was looking as he spoke at the lapel of Ferral’s 
coat, the latter, puzzled, followed his look, and under- 
stood, he alone in the room was not decorated Purposely 
The man who spoke was a Commander of the Legion ol 
Honor, and regarded this disdainful button-hole with 
hostility. Ferral had never wanted consideration except 
for his own power. 

“You know that it will be issued,” he said, “issued and 
covered. That concerns the Amencan banks and not 
their clients, who will take what they are told to take.” 

“Let’s assume it. The loan covered, who guarantees 
that the railroads will be built?” 

“But,” said Ferral with a little astonishment (his 
questioner could not help knowing what he would 
answer), “there is no question of giving the major part 
of the funds to the Chinese government. They wdl go 
directly from the American banks to the enterprises en- 
gined to manufacture the rolling-stock, obviously. 
Otherwise, do you think the Americans would issue the 
loan?” 

“To be sure. But Qiiang Kai-shek may be killed or 
beaten, if Bolshevism rises again, the loan will not be 
issued. For my part, I don’t beheve Chiang Kai-shek can 
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inamtam himself in power. Accordmg to information we 
have received, his downfall is immment.” 

“The Communists have been crushed everywhere,” 
answered Ferral “Borodm has just left Hankow and is 
returning to Moscow.” 

“The Commumsts, no doubt, but not Communism. 
China will never agam become what she was, and, after 
Chiang Kai-shek’s triumph, new Communist waves are 
to be feared. . . ” 

“My opmion is that he will still be m power m ten 
years But there is no busmess that does not involve 
risk.” 

(Only listen to your courage, he was thinkmg, which 
never tells you anything And Turkey, when it did not 
remiburse you one cent and was buymg war-implements 
with your moneys You never have carried out a smgle 
great enterprise by yourselves When you’re through 
prostitutmg yourselves to the State, you take your 
cowardice for wisdom, and beheve that to be a Venus de 
Milo all you need is to be armless— which is gomg a htde 
far ) 

“If Chiang Kai-shek mamtains himself m the govern- 
ment,” said the soft voice of a young represenmtive widi 
curly hair, “China will recover the autonomy of its cus- 
toms. What is there to guarantee that, even grantmg M. 
Ferral all he assume, bs activity in Chma will not lose 
all its value on the day when Chmese laws will suffice to 
reduce it to nothing? Several answers can be made to 
that, I know. . . 

“Several,” said Ferral. 

“None the less the fact remains,” answered the rejHW- 
^tattve who looked like an officer, “that this under- 
takiag is uncertain, or, even admittmg that it mvolves no 
risk, the fact r^ains that it involves a long-term ercffit, 
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and, m truth, a participation in the activity of an enter- 
prise ... We all know that M. Germain nearly 
brought about the rum of the Credit Lyormats through 
havmg become mterested in Anihn Dyes, which was 
nevertheless one of the best French ventures Our func- 
tion IS not to participate m business ventures, but to lend 
money on guarantees, on short terms Anything else is 
outside our field, it’s a matter for busmess banks.” 

Silence, agam A long silence 

Ferral was wondermg why the mmister did not inter- 
vene. All of them, including himself, spoke a conven- 
tional and ornate language, like the ritual languages of 
Asia there was no doubt, for that matter, that all this 
had a considerable Chinese flavor. That the guarantees 
of the Consortium were insufficient was mdeed obvious, 
otherwise, why was he here? Smce the war, the losses 
suffered by the French Reserve which had subscribed 
to the stocks or obhgations of commercial enterprises 
recommended by the Establishments and the great com- 
mercial banks, amounted to about forty bilhons— ap- 
preciably more than the cost of the Treaty of Frankfort, 
A bad venture paid a higher commission than a good 
one, that was all. But a bad venture, .to be accepted, had 
to be submitted by one of them— not by an outsider. 

They would not pay, unless the minister formally 
intervened, because Ferral was not one of them. Noi 
marned. stones about women that had become known. 
Suspected of smokmg opium. He had turned down the 
Legion of Honor. Too much pride to be either a con- 
formist or a hypocnte. Perhaps great individualism could 
be fully developed only on a dung-heap of hypocrisy. 
Borgia was not a pope by accident ... It was not at 
the end of the eighteenth century among the French 
reydioQonarics, drank with virtue, that the great in- 
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dividualistB would be found, but in the Renaissance, in 
a social structure which was Christianity, obviously. . . . 

“Monsieur le Ministre,” said the oldest of the delegates, 
swallowing both his syllables and his short mustache, 
white like his wavy hair, “it goes without saymg that we 
are disposed to come to the aid of the State That’s 
understood You know it ” 

He removed his monocle, and the gestures of his hands 
with slightly parted fingers became the gestures of a 
blmd man 

“But after all, we would have to know how far we 
were gomg mto it' I don’t say that each of us could not 
involve himself to the extent of, say, five million. Good.” 
The minister shrugged his shoulders imperceptibly. 
“But that’s not che question, smee the Consortium 
must reimburse at a minimum 250,000,000 m deposits 
And then, what^* If the State believes a crash of this 
magmtude would be senous, it has its own means of 
obtaimng funds, to save the French and Annamite de- 
positors, the Bank of France and the General Govern- 
ment of Indo-China are after all the ones who should be 
called upon rather than we, who also have our depositors 
and our stockholders Each one of us is here m the name 
of his Establishment. . . ” 

(It bemg understood, Ferral was thinkmg, that if the 
minister made it clear that he wants the Consortium to 
be refloated, there would no longer be either depositors 
or stockholders ) 

. . Who among us can affirm that his stockholders 
would approve a loan made for no other purpose than 
to maintam a tottering enterprise^ What these stock- 
holders think. Sir— and not they alone— we Icnow very 
well; they thmk that the market must be made sound, 
that enterprises that are not viable must blow up; that 
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to maintain them artificially is the worst service one can 
render to all What becomes of the efficacy of competi 
tion, which IS the very life of French commerce, il 
doomed enterprises are automatically mamtamed^” 

(My friend, thought Ferral, your Establishment de- 
manded a thirty-two per cent raise m tariffs from the 
State, just last month, to facilitate free competition, no 
doubt ) 

. . And so^' Our busmess is to loan money on guar- 
antees, as has very justly been observed The guaran- 
tees which M. Ferral offers . . . You have heard M Fer- 
ral himself. Will the State substitute for M Ferral m 
this case and give us the guarantees agamst which we 
will grant the Consortium the funds it needs^ In other 
words, IS the State appeahng to our loyalty without 
offering any compensation, or does it ask us— the State 
and not M. Ferral— to facihtate an operation of the 
Treasury, even on a long term^ La the first case, of 
course, it can count on our loyalty, but after all we are 
bound to consider our stockholders’ mterests, in the 
second, what guarantees does it offer us^*” 

A complete ciphered language, Ferral was thinking. 
If we were not engaged m playing a comedy, the imn- 
ister would answer: “I appreciate the comic value of the 
word ‘devotion’ Your prmcipal benefits come from 
your relations with the State. You hve on commissions, 
which determine the importance of your establishment, 
and not on mdependent activities The State has given 
you this year one hundred milhon, m one form or an- 
other; It IS takmg back twenty— bless its name, and call- 
mg It quits.” But there is no danger of that 

The minister pulled out from a drawer of his desk a 
box of soft caramels, and passed it around Each ate one, 
except Ferral. He knew now what the delegates of the 
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Es’/’jblishments wanted pay, since it was impossible to 
leave this cabmet without grantmg the minister some- 
thmg, but pay as httle as possible As for the latter . ^ . 
Ferral waited, assured that he was busy thinkmg “What 
would Choiseul have appeared to do m my place?” Ap- 
peared the minister did not ask the great lords of the 
kmgdom for lessons m will, but in behavior or m irony. 

“The Vice-Director of the Mouvement General des 
Fonds,” he said, tapping the table with his pencil, “will 
tell you as I do that I cannot give you these guarantees 
without a vote of Parhament. I have called you together, 
gentlemen, because the question we are debating con- 
cerns France’s prestige, do you think that brmgmg this 
question before pubhc opmion is a good way to defend 
it?” 

“No dlout, no dlout, but pelmit me, monsieur le 
Mimstle . .” 

Silence, the representatives, chewmg their caramels, 
sought refuge from the Auvergnat accent in a medi- 
tative air. They suddenly felt that by openmg their 
mouths they would be exposing themselves to an unseen 
menace The minister looked at them without s miling , 
one after the other, and Ferral, who saw him in profile— 
the side with the glass eye— looked upon him as a great 
white Carohna parrot, motionless and bitter, in the imdst 
of other birds. 

“I see, then, gentlemen,” the minister went on, “that 
we are agreed upon that pomt In whatever way we look 
upon this problem, it is necessary that the deposits be 
reimbursed. The General Government of Indo-China 
would participate in the refloating of the Consortium to 
the amount of one-fifdi. 'What share could you offer?” 

Now each one sought refuge m his caramel. “Just a 
small pleasure,” said Ferral to himself. “He wants a little 
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distraction, but the result would have been the same 
without the caramels . . He knew the value of the 
argument put forward by the mimster. It was his brother 
who had answered those who asked the Mouvement 
General for a conversion without vote of Parliament 
“Why shouldn’t I after that give two hundred milhons 
on my own authority to my httle girl-friend 

Silence Longer than tlie preceding ones The repre- 
sentatives were whispermg among themselves 

“Monsieur le Mmistre,” said Ferral, “if the healthy 
enterprises of the Consortium are, m one form or an- 
other, to be continued, if the deposits are, in any case, 
to be reimbursed, don’t you thmk there is occasion to 
wish for a greater effort, from which the mamtenance 
of the Consortium should not be excluded^’ Does not the 
existence of so extensive a French organization have in 
the eyes of the State an importance equal to that of a 
few hundred miUion in deposits?” 

‘Tive milhon is not a senous figure, gentlemen,” said 
the minister. “Must I appeal m a more urgent way to the 
devotion of which you have spoken? I know you are 
anxious, that your Boards of Directors are anxious to 
avoid the control of banks by the State. Do you think 
the fall of enterprises like the Consortium will not arouse 
pubhc opimon to the point of demandmg such control 
in a mamier that might become imperious, and perhaps 
urgent?” 

More and more Chmese, thought Ferral. This merely 
means “Stop proposmg to me five ridiculous millions ” 
The control of the banks is an absurd threat when it is 
made by a government whose pohcy is directly opposed 
to such measures. And the mmister has no more desire 
really to have recourse to it than the representative who 
hol<^ the Havas Agency among his cards desire to 
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launch a press-campaign against the minister The State 
can no more play seriously against the banks than the 
banks agamst the State They are accomphces m every 
way a common personnel, common mterests and psy- 
chology. A struggle between the department heads of 
the same firm— by which, for that matter, the firm sub- 
sists But poorly As at the Astor, not so long ago, he 
could save himself only by not weakenmg and by show- 
mg no trace of anger. But he was beaten havmg made 
personal effectiveness his essential value, nothing could 
compensate for the fact that he was now facing these 
men, whose persons and methods he had always de- 
spised, in this humiliated position He was weaker than 
they, and by that very fact, in his own system, all that 
he imght think was of no avail. 

“Monsieur le Mmistre,” said the oldest delegate, “we 
are anxious to show our good will to the State once 
again, but, if there are no guarantees we cannot, m view 
of our stockholders, consider extending to the Con- 
sortium a credit beyond the sum total of the deposits to 
be reimbursed, and guaranteed by the resumption of the 
healthy affairs of the group. God knows that we have 
no desire for this resumption, that we are undertaking 
it through respect for the supenor interest of the 
State. . . 

This fellow, Ferral was thmkmg, is really extraordi- 
naiy, with his air of a retired professor transformed into 
a blmd CEdipus And all the numbslcuUs, mcluding 
France, who come to his agency-directors for advice, and 
to whom State funds are thrown like asses’ skins when 
it’s d. matter of buildmg strategic railways m Russia, m 
Poland, m the North Pole' Since the war, that skewer 
sitting on the couch has cost the French reserve billions 
in State funds alone. Very well. As he used to say, ton 
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years ago “Any man who asks advice about investing 
his money from a man he does not know mtimately, de- 
serves to be ruined.” Eighteen bilhons. Without men- 
tionmg the forty billions m commercial enterprises. Nor 
myself 

“Monsieur Damiral?'” said the minister 

“I can only endorse, Sir, the words you have just 
heard. Like M de Morelles, I caimot mvolve the estab- 
lishment which I represent without the guarantees which 
he mentioned. I could not do so without violating the 
prmciples and the traditions which have made this estab- 
lishment one of the most powerful in Europe, prmciples 
and traditions which have often been attacked, but 
which enable it to prove its devotion to the State when 
the latter appeals to it, as it did five months ago, as it 
IS domg today, as it will perhaps do tomorrow. It is the 
frequency of these appeals. Monsieur le Mmistre, and 
the resolution we have made to hear them, which oblige 
me to ask for the guarantees which these prmciples and 
traditions require that we assure to our depositors, and 
thanks to which— as I have allowed myself to tell you, 
Su— we are at your disposal. We can no doubt dispose 
of twenty milhon.” 

The representatives looked at one another in conster- 
nation the deposits would be reimbursed. Ferral now 
understood what the mmister had wanted, to give satis- 
faction to his brother without committmg himself, have 
the depositors reimbursed, make the Establishments pay. 
but as little as possible, be able to draw up a satisfactory 
report. The bargaining contmued. The Consoituim 
would be destroyed, but its annihilation mattered httle 
if the deposits were reimbursed. The Establishments ob- 
tained the guarantee which they had demanded (they 
would lose, nevertheless, but very litde). A few enter- 
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prises, which would be maintained, would become the 
affiliates of the Establishments, as for the rest . . . All 
that had happened m Shanghai was about to be dis- 
solved, here, m a complete meamnglessness He would 
have preferred to see himself despoiled, to see his work 
go on hving completely out of his hands, conquered or 
stolen But the minister would see only his own fear of 
the Chamber, he would tear no jackets today. In his 
place, Ferral would have begun by bamshmg himself 
from the Consortium, which would thereby have been 
rendered more healthy, and would then have mamtamed 
it at any price. As for the Establishments, he had always 
affirmed their mcurable avarice He remembered with 
pnde a phrase of one of his adversanes “He always 
wants a bank to be a gamblmg house.” 

The telephone rang, close by. One of the attaches 
entered 

“Monsieur le Ministre, the President of the Council 
on the private wire.” 

“Tell him matters are bemg satisfactorily ar- 
ranged. . . No, FU go myself” 

He went out, returned a moment later, gave the dele- 
gate of the prmcipal commercial bank (the only one 
which was here represented) a questionmg look A 
straight mustache, parallel to his glasses, bald head, wear- 
iness He had not yet said a word. 

“The maintenance of the Consortium does not in any 
way mterest us,” he said slowly. “A share in the build- 
ing of the Railways is assured to France by the treaties. 
If the Consortium falls, another enterprise will be 
formed, or will develop, and wall succeed it . . .” 

“And this new corporation,” said Ferral, “instead of 
having industrialized Indo-Chma, vpill distribute divi- 
dends. But, as it will have done nothing for Omng Kai- 
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shek, it will find itself in the situation m which you 
would be here, if you had never done anytlung for the 
State, and the treaties will be manipulated by some 
American or Bntish society with a French screen, ob- 
viously. To whom you will lend, for that matter, the 
money which you refuse me. We have created the Con- 
sortium because the policy of the French banks of Asia 
mamtamed a pohcy of guarantees that would have led 
them to make loans to the English m order to avoid mak- 
ing loans to the Chinese. We have followed a pohcy of 
risk. It IS . . .” 

“I did not dare to say so.” 

“. . . obvious. It is natural that we should reap the 
consequences. The savmgs wiU be protected (he smiled 
with one comer of his mouth) to the extent of a fifty- 
eight billion franc loss, and not fifty-eight billion* and a 
few hundred million. Let us now examine together, gen- 
tlemen, if you wish, the manner in which the Consortium 
wiU cease to exist.” 


Kobe 

In the full %ht of sprmg. May— too poor to hire a 
carnage— was walkmg up the hill towards Kama’s house. 
If Gisors’ baggage was heavy, they would have to bor- 
row some money from the old painter to get back to 
the ship. Upon leavmg Shanghai, Gisors had told her 
he would seek refuge with Kama, upon arriving he had 
sent her his address. Smce then, nothing. Not even when 
she had informed hun that he had been appointed pror 
fessor in the Sun Yat-sen instimte of Moscow. Fear of 
the Japanese police^* 

As she walked die was readh^ a letter from Pei which 



had been deUvered to her upon the arrival of the ship 
at Kobe, when she had had her passport visaed. 

, . md all those nvho were able to flee Shanghai 
are awaiting you. 1 have received the pamphlets . . 

He had published two anonymous accounts of Ch’en’s 
death, one accordmg to his heart “The murder of the 
dictator is the duty of the mdividual towards himself, 
and must be separate from pohtical action, which is de- 
termmed by collective forces . . . the other for the 
traditionahsts “Even as fihal duty— the faith which our 
ancestors have m us— enjoins us to seek what is noblest 
in our lives, even so it requires of each of us the murder 
of the usurper.” The clandestme presses were already 
publishing these pamphlets agam 

“ . . / saw Hemmehich yesterday He thinks of you. 
He IS a mounter in the electric plant He said to me: 'Be- 
fore, I began to live when I left the factory; now, I begin 
to live when I enter it Ifs the first time in my life that 
I work and know why 1 work, not merely waiting pa- 
tiently to die. . . .’ Tell Gisots that we are waiting for 
him Since 1 have been here, I have been thinking of the 
lecture where he said' 

“ ‘A civilization becomes transformed, you see, 
when its most oppressed element— the humihation of 
the slave, the work of the modem worker— suddenly 
becomes a value, when the oppressed ceases to attempt 
to escape this humiliation, and seeks his salvation in it, 
when the worker ceases to attempt to escape this 
work, and seeks in it his reason for being. The factory, 
which is sail only a kind of church of the catacombs, 



must become what the cathedral was, and men must 
see m it, instead of gods, human power strugghng 
agamst the Earth. . . ” 


Yes, no doubt the value of men lay only in what the) 
had transformed. The Revolution had just passes 
through a terrible malady, but it was not dead And it 
was Kyo and his men, hvmg or not, vanquished or not, 
who had brought it into the world. 

“/ m going to return to China ai an agitator I shall 
never be a pure Communist Nothing is finished over 
there. Perhaps voe shall meet, 1 have been told that your 
request has been granted . . .” 

A newspaper chpping fell from the letter, she picked 
It up: 

Work must become the prmcipal 
weapon of the class-struggle The vast- 
est mdustrializaaon plan in the world 
IS at present being studied the aim is 
to transform the entire USSR in 
five years to make it one of the lead- 
ing mdustnal powers in Europe, and 
then to catch up with and surpass the 
United States This gigantic enter- 
prise . . 

Gisors was waitmg for her, m the doorway. In a 
lomono. No baggage m the hallway. 

“Did you receive my letter?” she asked, entermg a 
bare room— mats and paper— whose panels were drawn 
aside, revealing the entire bay. 

“Yes.” 

“Let’s hurry The ship is leaving agam in two hours.” 

‘Tm not leavmg. May.” 

She looked at him. “Useless to quration him,” she 
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thought, “he’ll explain.” But it was he who questionea 
her. 

“What are you going to do^*” 

“Try to serve in one of the sections of women agi- 
tators It’s practically arranged, it appears I shall be in 
Vladivostok the day after tomorrow, and I shall im- 
mediately leave foi Moscow. If it can’t be arranged, I 
shall serve as a doctor m Moscow or in Siberia I hope 
the first thmg succeeds. ... I am so weary of nurs- 
ing . . . To hve always with sick people, when it isn’t 
for a combat, requires a kind of special grace— and there 
b no grace left m me of any sort And besides, the sight 
of death has become almost mtolerable to me now . . . 
Well, if I must ... It is still a way of avenging Kyo.” 

“Revenge is no longer possible at my age . . .” 

Indeed, something in him was changed He was dis- 
tant, isolated, as if only a part of himself were there in 
the room with her. He lay down on the floor there 
were no seats. She lay down too, beside an opium tray. 

“What are you gomg to do with yourself?” she asked. 

He shrugged his shoulder with mdifference. 

“Thanks to Kama, I have been made professor of Oc- 
cidental art. ... I return to my first profession, as 
you see. . . 

She sought his eyes, stupefied 

“Even now,” she said, “when we are pohdcaUy beaten, 
when our hospitals have been closed down, clandestine 
groups are formmg again in all the provmces. Our peo- 
jde will never forget that they suffer because of other 
men, and not because of their previous hves You used 
to say ‘They have awakened with a start from a sleep 
of thirty centuries, to which they will never return.’ 
You also used to say that those who have given a cori- 
soousness of their revolt to three hunted millkwJ 
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wretches were not shadows hke men who pass— even 
beaten, even tortured, even dead. . . 

She was silent for a moment 

“They are dead, now,” she said finally. 

“I still think so. May. It’s something else. . . . Kyo’s 
death is not only gnef, not only change— it is ... a 
metamorphosK. I have never loved the world over-much 
it was Kyo who attached me to men, it was through him 
that they existed for me. ... I don’t want to go to 
Moscow. I would teach wretchedly there. Marxism has 
ceased to hve m me. In Kyo’s eyes it was a will, wasn’t 
it!* But m mine, it is a fatahty, and I found myself in 
harmony with it because my fear of death was m har- 
mony with fatahty. There is hardly any fear left in 
me. May, smee Kyo died, I am mdifferent to death, f 
am freed (freed' . . .) both from death and from life 
What would I do over there!*” 

“Change anew, perhaps.” 

“I have no other son to lose.” 

He drew the opium tray towards him, prepared a pipe, 
Without speakmg she pointed with her futiger to one of 
the nearby hillslopes attached by the shoulder, some 
hundred coohes were pulhng a heavy weight which 
could not be seen, in the centunes-old posture of slaves. 

“Yes,” he said, “yes” 

“And yet,” he went on after a moment, “note this. 
these men are ready to die for Japan.” 

“For how much longer!*” 

“Longer than I shall hve.” 

Gisors had been pufiing steadily at his pipe. He opened 
his eyes: 

“ One can fo ol life for a lo ng time, but m the end it 
alwa ys makes us what w^ were m t ended to te. Ever y 
ol d man is a confesaon. bellieve me. ^id li' oM^e'i s 
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usually $0 empty it is because the men were themselves 
efli p^ and ha d nSm geHTo craceal jt But that m itself 
IS unimportant. Men should be able to learn that there 
IS no reahty, that there are worlds of contemplation— 
with or without opium— where aU is vam . . 

“Where one contemplates what?” 

“Perhaps nothmg other than this vamty. . , . That’s 
a great deal ” 

Kyo had told May “Opium plays a great role in my 
father’s hfe, but I sometimes wonder if opium determmes 
his hfe, or if it justifies certam forces that make him un- 
easy. . . .” 

“If Ch’en,” Gisors went on, “had hved outside of the 
Revolution, don’t forget that he would undoubtedly 
have forgotten his murders Forgotten . . .” 

“The others have not forgotten them, there have been 
two terrorist attempts since his death He did not hke 
women, and I therefore scarcely knew him, but I don’t 
think he would have hved out of the Revolution even i 
year. There is no dignity that is not founded on suffer- 
mg 

He had barely listened to her. 

“Forgotten . .” he continued. “Smce Kyo died, I 

have discovered music Music alone can speak of death 
I listen to Kama, now, whenever he plays. And yet, 
without effort on my part (he was speakmg to himself 
as much as to May), what do I stiU remember? My de- 
sires and my anguish, the very weight of my destmy, 
my life. . . 

(But v/hile you are freemg yourself from your life, 
she was thmking, other Katovs are burning m boilers, 
other Kyos . . ) 

Gkors’ eyes, as though they were contmumg his ges- 
tores of forgetfulness, looked away, became absorbed in 



the world outside beyond the road, the thousand sounds 
of the port seemed to be settmg out with the waves 
towards the radiant sea. Those noises matched the daz- 
zlmg Japanese sprmgome with all the efforts of men, 
with the ships, the elevators, the cars, the active crowd. 
May was thinkmg of Pei’s letter it was in work pursued 
with warhke energy, released over the whole Russian 
land, in the will of a multitude for whom this work had 
become life, that her dead had found refuge The sky 
was sparklmg like the sun in the spaces between the pine- 
trees; the wmd which gently stirred the branches ghded 
over their reclinmg bodies. It seemed to Gisors that this 
wmd was passmg through him like a nver, hke Time 
Itself, and for the first time the idea that the tune which 
was bringmg him closer to death was flowmg through 
him did not isolate him fiom the world, but jomed him 
to It m a serene accord. He looked down at the bnstlmg 
cranes on the edge of the city, the steamships and the 
sailboats on the sea, the men— black specks— on the road. 
“All suffer,” he thought, “and each one snffers beca use 
h e thmk s. At bottom, the mmd conceives man only in 
the eternal, and the consciousness of life can be noth- 
ing but anguish. One must not think hfe with the mind, 
but with opium. How many of the sufferings scattered 
about m this %ht would disappear, if thought were to 
disappear . . ” Liberated from everythmg, even from 
being a man, he caressed the stem of his pipe With grati- 
tude, contemplating the bustle of all those unknowi’ 
creatures who were marchmg towards death in the daz- 
y.hng sunhght, each one nursmg his deadly parasite in a 
secret recess of his being. “ Every man is a m a dmatt, ” he 
went on thinking, “b ut what is a human d^tinv if no t 
a life of effort to umte this madman and th e uni- 
verse. . . He saw Ferral again, hghted by the low 
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lamp against the background of the mght full of mist. 
“Every man dreams of bemg god. . . 

Fity surens at once burst upon the air today was the 
eve of a festival, and work was over Before any change 
was visible in the port, tmy men emerged, like scouts, 
upon the straight road that led to the city, and soon the 
crowd covered it, distant and black, m a dm of automo- 
bile horns foremen and laborers were leavmg work to- 
gether. It was approachmg, as if for an attack, with the 
great uneasy movement of every crowd beheld from a 
distance. Gisors had seen the dash of animals towards 
watermg-holes, at mght-fall one, several, then all, 
thrown m the direction of the water by a force that 
seemed to fall from the darkness, m his memory, opium 
gave to their cosmic rush a savage harmony, and the men 
lost m the distant clatter of their wooden clogs aU 
Feemed mad, separated from the universe whose heart 
beatmg somewhere up there m the shimmering hght 
seized them and threw them back upon solitude, like the 
grams of some unknown harvest. Very high up, the hght 
clouds passed above the dark pme trees, and httle by 
little became absorbed m the sky; and it seemed to him 
that one of them group, precisely the one he was lookmg 
at, expressed the men he had known or loved, and who 
were dead. 

Humamty was dense and heavy, heavy with flesh, 
with blood, with suffermg, etem^y clinging to itself 
like all that dies, but even blood, even flesh, even suffer- 
ing, even death was bemg absorbed up there m the hght 
like music m the silent mght; he thought of Kama’s 
music, and human grief seemed to him to rise and to lose 
itself m the very song of earth; upon the quivering re- 
lease hidden 'withm him hke his heart, the grief which he 
had mastered slowly closed its inhuman anns. 
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“Do you smoke'muchi’” she repeated. 

She had already asked this, but he had not heard her. 
His eyes returned to the room 

“Do you think I don’t guess what you are thinkmg, 
and do you think I don’t know it better than you^ Do 
you even think it would not be easy for me to ask you 
by what right you judge me^” 

He looked at her 

“Have you no desire to have a child?” 

She did not answer this always passionate desire now 
seemed to her a betrayal. But she was contemplatmg his 
serene face with terror It was in truth retummg from 
the deep regions of death, foreign bite one of the corpse' 
m die common ditches In the repression that had beaten 
down upon exhausted Chma, m the anguish or hope of 
the masses, Kyo’s activity remamed mcrusted like the 
inscriptions of the early empires m the river gorges. But 
even old Chma, which these few men had hurled irrev- 
ocably mto the darkness of the past with the roar of 
an avalanche, was not more effaced from the world than 
the meanii^ of Kyo’s life from the face of his father. 
He went on: 

“The only dung I loved has been tom from me, you 
see, and you expect me to remain the same. Do you 
thmk my love was not as great as yours— you wh<Me life 
has not even changed?” ' 

“As the body of a living person who becomes a dead 
one does not change . . 

He took her hand. 

“You know the phrase: ‘It takes nine months to make 
a man, and a smgle day to kill him.’ We both know this 
as well as one can know it. . . . May, listen it does not 
take nine months, it takes fifty years to make a man, 
fifty years of sacniice, of will, of ... of so m.my 



things! And when this man is complete, when theie is 
nothmg left m him of childhood, nor of adolescence, 
when he is really a man— he is good for nothmg but to 
die” 

She looked at him, stunned he was lookmg at the 
clouds 

“I loved Kyo as few men love their children, you 
know that. . ” 

He was still holdmg her hand, he drew it towards him, 
took It between his two hands 

“Listen to me one must love the hvmg and not the 
dead.” 

“I am not gomg to Moscow to love.” 

He looked out upon the magmficent bay, saturated 
with sunhght. She had withdrawn her hand 

‘On the road of vengeance, little May, one finds 
life . . .” 

“That’s not a reason for seeking it.” 

She got up, gave him back her hand for a good-by. 
But he took her face between the palms of his hands and 
kissed her. Kyo had kissed her m this way, the last day, 
exactly in this way, and never since had hands held her 
head. 

“I hardly ever weep any more, now,” she said with 
a bitter pnde. 
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